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ö Ventidius, one of Timon's Friends. 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


2 | ME N, 
Timon, a noble Athenian. 
Lucius, 25 
Lucullus, a { Lords, - 
Sempronius, | 
Apemantus, a Philoſopher. 
Alcibiades. 
Flavius, Steward to Timon. 
Flaminius, ; 3 
Luctlius, . 5 Timon's Servias. DAD 
Servilius, | 7 AY 
Caphis, 
Farro, 
Philo, 
Titus, 
Lucius, 


Fortenſius, 


Servants. 


Cupid and Maſkers. 


Strangers. | 8 


WOMEN. 


Phrynia, | EY 2 
ns, c Miſtreſſes to Alcibiades. 


Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant; 
with Servants and Attendants. 


Scene, Athens; and the Woods not far fr om it. 
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TIM ON OF 7 ATHENS, 
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ACT I. SCANE I. 


Athens, A Hall in TimoN's Houſe. Sur Poet, Painter: 
| Jeweller, and a Apps at ſeveral e | 


r. | * 


Goop hs Sir. 
Pain. I am glad you are a. EP 3 
Pact. J have not ſeen you long; How goes s the world 
Pain. It wears, Sir, as it grows. | 
Peet. Ay, that's well known: 
But what particular rarity ? what ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See, 
Magic of bounty! all thele ſpirits thy power | . 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. | 
Pain. I know them both; the other's a jeweler.” | f 
Mer. O, tis a worthy lord! 5 
Jer. Nay, that's molt ſix d. 
Mer. A moſt incomparable man; breath'd, as it were, 
'To an untirable and continuate goodneſs: 
He paſles. | | 
Few. 1 have a jewel here. 1 | 
Mer. O, pray, let's ſee't ; For the ford Timon, Sir? | 
Few. If he will touch the eſtimate : But, for that 
Poet. When we for recompence have prais'd the —_ 
Tt flains the glory in that happy verſe | 
Which aftly fings the good. 3 
Mer. Tis a good form. [ Looking on the Jewel, 
Jeu. And rich: here is a water, look you. 
Pain. You are rapt, Sir, in ſome work, ſome dedication 
To the great lord, 


A 2 Poet. 


„„ 


* 
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Poet. A thing lipt idly from me. 
Our poeſy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence tis nouriſhed : The fire i' the flint 
Shews not, *till it be ſtruck ; our gentle flame 


| Provokes itſelf, and, hke the current, flies 


Each bound it chaſes. What have you there? 


Pain. A picture, Sir. When comes your book forth > 


Poet. Upon the heels of may preſentment, Sir. 
Let's ſee your piece. 7 

Pain. *Tis a good piece. 

Peet. So tis: this comes off an and excellent, 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Speaks his own ſtanding? what a mental power 
This eye ſhoots forthꝰ how big imagination 
Moves in this lip? to the dumbneſs of the * 


One might interpret. 


Pain. It is a pretty eckig of the life. 
Here is a touch; Ist good? 

Poet. I'll ſay of it, 
It tutors nature: artificial ſtrife 


Lives in thefe touches, livelier than life; 


Enter certain Senators, 
Pain. How this lord is follow'd! 
Pact, The ſenators of Athens ;—Happy men! 
Pain. Look, more? 
Poet. You ſee this confluence, this great flood of viſtors, 
] have, in this rough work, ſhap'd out a man, 


— 


 Whomrhis beneath world doth embrace and hug 


With ampleſt entertainment: My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itfelf 
In a wide ſea of wax: no levell'd malice 


| InfeRs one comma in the courſe I hold; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and both on, 


Leaving no tract erg 
Pain. How ſhall I underſtand you? 
Pot. I'll unbolt to you. © 


You ſee, how all conditions, how all 1 
(As wel! of glib and flippery creatures, as 
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„ '  1MON OF ATUENS, : $ 
Of grave and auſtere quality) tender down | 
Their ſervices to lord Timon: his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance | 
All forts of hearts; yea, from the glaſs-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantns, that few things loves better | 
Than to abhor himſelf 3; even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moſt rich in Timon's nod. 
Pain. I ſaw them ſpeak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and am hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The baſe o' the mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the boſom of this ſphere 
To propagate their ſtates : amongſt them all, 
Whoſe eyes are on this ſovereign lady fix'd, 
One do I perſonate of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her; 
| Whoſe preſent grace to preſeut 1 8 and ſervants 
'Tranſlates his rivals. | 

Pain. Tis conceiv'd to ſcope.. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks, 
With one man beckon'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againſt the ſteepy mount 

Jo climb his happineſs, . would be well expreſs'd 
In our condition. ; 

Poet. Nay, Sir, but hear me on: | 
All thoſe which were his fellows but of late i 
(Some better than his value), on the moment 
Follow his rides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 

Rain ſacrificial whiſperings in his ear, 
Make ſacred even his ſtirrup, and . him 
Drink the free air. ; 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of theſe? | 

Poet. When Fortune, in her ſhift and change of. mood, 
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his ene 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 

Even on their knees and hands, let him flip down, 
Not. one accompanying his NE foot, 
A. is Pain. 


6 | TIMON OF ATHENS, — 5 
Pain. *Tis common : 

A. thouſand moral paintings I can ſhew, 

"That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blows of fortune 

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 

To ſhew lord Timon, that mean eyes have ſeen 

The foot above the head. 


Trumpets found. - - Enter T1MON, " addriffng himſelf courteouſly. 


to every 2 750 


Tim. Impriſon'd is he, ſay you? [ To a Meſſengers 
Me. Ay, my good lord: five talents is his debt; 
His, means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt ſtrait ; 
Your honourable letter he deſires | 
'To thoſe have ſhut him up ; which failing him, 
Periods his comfort. 
Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well; . 
Jam not of that feather, to ſhake off 
My friend when he muſt need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deſerves a help, 
Which he ſhall have: PII pay the debt, and free him. 
Me. Your lordſhip ever binds him. 
; Tim. Commend me to him: I will ſend his ranſom 5; 
And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me :— 
Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. 
Me 2 All happineſs to your honour! _ [ Exits © 
. Enter an Old Atbenian. 
CO., Ath. Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. | © 3.2 
Tim. Freely, good father. = 
Old 4th, Thou haſt a fervant nam' d Lucilius. 
Zim. J have ſo: What of him ? | ? 
014 4th. Moft noble Timon, call the man baſars thees 
Ti im. Attends he here, or no ?—Lucilius! 
| | Enter Lucilius. 
Luc. Here, at your lor dſhip's ſervice. 
Od Aib. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy creature, 
By night frequents my houſe. I am a man 


"That from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift, 


And 
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And my eſtate deſerves an heir more rais d, 
Than one which holds a trencher. | 
Lim. Well; what further? 
Old Ath.” One only daughter have I, no kin elſe, 
On whom 1 may confer what I have got : 
The maid is fair, o' the youngeſt for a bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareſt coſt, 
In qualities of the beſt. This man of thine 
Attempts her love : I pr'ythee, noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her reſort ; 
Myſelf have ſpoke i in vain. 
Dim. The man is honeſt. 
Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon: 
His honeſty rewards him in itſelf, 
It muſt not bear my daughter. 
Tim. Does dhe love him? 
Old Ath. She is young, and apt: 
Our own precedent paſſions do inſtru us 
What levity is in youth. 
Tim. | To Lucir.] Love you the maid ? 
Luc. Ay, my good lord, and ſhe accepts of it. 
014 At. If in her marriage my conſent be miſting, 
I call the gods to witneſs, I will chooſe 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 
And diſpoſſeſs her all. 
Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endavets os £4 
If ſhe be mated with an equal huſband ? 
Old th. Three talents on the preſent ; in future, all. 
Tim, 'This gentleman of mine hath ſerv'd me long; 2 
To build his fortune, I will ſtrain a little, 
For tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
What you beſtow, in him III counterpoiſe, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Old Ath. Moſt noble lord, 
Pawn me to this your honour, ſhe is his, 
Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on my promiſe, 
Luc. Humbly I thank your lordſhip : Never may 
That ſtate or fortune fall i me my keeping, 
Which is not ow'd to u] [Ex. LuciL. and Old Ath, 


Poet. 


r r mY * * 


* 


1 TIMON OF ATHENS. AR J. 
Poet. Vouchſafe my labour, and long live your lordſhiꝑ !. 
Tim. I thank you; you ſhall hear from me anon: 

Go not away.---What have you there, my friend ?. + 
Pain. A piece of painting; which I do beſcech. 

Your lordſhip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almoſt the natural man; 

For ſince diſhonour traffics with man's nature, 

He is but outſide : Theſe pencil'd figures are 

Even ſuch as they give out. I like your work; 

And you ſhall find, I like it: wait attendance 

Till you hear further from me. 
Pain. The gods preſerve you! 
Tim. Well fare you, gentleman: Give me your hand; 

We muſt needs dine together.---Sir, your jewel 

Hath ſuffer d under praiſe. : 

Fero. What, my lord ? diſpraiſe ? | 
Tim. A mere ſatiety of commendations. 
If I ſhould par you for't as tis onto d, 


> 


It would unclew me quite. 


Few, My lord, tis rated 
As thoſe, which ſell, would give: But you well know, 


Things of like value, differing i in the owners, 


—_— 


Are prized by their maſters :_ believe it dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by the wenrmy it. 

Tim, Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good lord; he ſpeaks the common tongue. 
Which all men ſpeak with Tie. 


Tim. Look, who comes here. Will you be chid?. 


| Enter APEMANTUS. 
Few. We will bear with your lordſhip. 

Jer. He'll ſpare none. 
Tim. Good morrow to thee, 0 Apemantus! 

 Apem, Till I be gentle, ſtay for thy good morrow 3 
When thou art Timon's dog, and theſe knaves honeſt, 
Tim. why doſt thou call them knaves ? thou know'ſt 
Apem. Are they not Athenians ? {them not. 
Tim. Yes. : 
. Apem. Then I repent not. q 


Ferw, : 


AA J. TIMON or ATHENS, 9 
Few. You know me, Apemantus. | 5 
Apem. Thou know'ſt, I do: 1 call'd thee dy thy name. 
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 
Apem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like Timon. 
Tim. Whither art going ? | 
Apem. To knock out an honeſt Athenian's brains 
Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 
Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 
Tim, How lik'ſt thou this picture, ee ? 
ac The beſt, for the innocence 
Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 
Abem. He wrought better, that made the paiater :_ and 
yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 
Poet. You are a dog? 
Apem. Thy mother's of my PR What's ths, if 
I be a dog ? 
Tim. Wilt dine with me, Ae ? 
Apem, No; I eat not lords. 
Tim. An lien ſhould'ſt, thoud'ſt anger los 
Apem. O, they eat lords; ſo they come by great bellies. 
Tim. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 

. Apem. So thou apprehend'ſt it. Take it for thy labour. 
Tim. How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Not ſo well as AE ibs which will not coft 

2 man a doit. 
Tim. What doſt thou think * tis worth! . 

En. Not worth my thinking. How now, pact 2 
Poct. How now, philoſopher ? - 

Apem, Thou lieſt. | 
Poet. Art not one? 

Apem, Ves. 
Poet. Then I lie not. 
A fem. Art not a HANS 
Poet. Ves. 
| Afpem, Then thou lieſt: look in . laſt work, where 
thou haſt feign'd him a worthy fellow. 
Poet, That's not feign'd, he is fo. 
Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour: He, that loves to be flatter'd, is worthy o 
the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord! © 


Tim. 


— , EASY. 


r 
1 
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T0 TIMON OP ATHENS. ART 
Tim. What would'ſt do then, Apemantus ? 
Apem, Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with 
my heart. ' 
Tim. What, thyſelf? | FR 
Apem. Ay. 4 
Tin. Wherefore ? 
Apem. That I had no angry. wit to be a oyd=— | 
Art thou not a merchant ? 
Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 
Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not! 
Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 
Apem. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound thee ! 
Trumpets Sound. Enter a Maſſenger. | 
Tim. What trumpet's that ? 
M=. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twerty heeſs, | 
All of companionſhip. 
Tim. Pray, entertain them; give ths guide to us. 
You muſt needs dine with me: Go not you hence, 
Till I have thank'd you; and, when dinner's done, 
Shew me this piece.---I am joyful of your lights,--- 
Enter ALCISIADES, zwi the ref. 
Moſt welcome, Sir ! 
Apeme So, 10; there? | | 
Aches contract and ſtarve your ſupple Wien!“ ; 
That there ſhould be ſmall love *'mongſt theſe ſweet knaves, 
And all this courteſy ! The ſtrain of man's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey. 
Alc. Sir, you have fav'd my R hed and I feed 
Moſt hungrily on your ſight. 
Tim, Right welcome, Sir : 
F'er we depart, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 
In different pleaſures. Pray you, let us in. 
[ Exeunt all but en, 
Enter two Lords. 
1 Tord. What time a day is't, Apemantus ? 
LHpem. Time to be honeſt. 
1 Lord. That time ſerves till, 
Abem. The moſt accurſed thou, that ſtill omit'ſt its 
2 Lord, Thou art going to lord Timon's feaſt ; 


Aber. 


Aft.  TIMON OF ATHENS. 11 
Adem. Ay; to ſa meat fill knaves, and winden * 
2 Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well. 
Apem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Lord. Why, Apemantus? 2 
I Apem. Should'ſt have * one to apfel, for I mean to 
1 give thee none. 
4 I Lord. Hang chylelk. | TIS 
Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding'; make 
thy requeſts to thy friend, 
2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable: hi: or I'll ſpurn the 
hence. 
Adem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the aſs. 
' x Tord. He's oppoſite to humanity. Come, ſhall we in, 
And taſte lord Timon's bounty? he out-goes 
| The very heart of kindneis. 
9 2 Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god.of gold, 
3 Is but his fteward : no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itſelf; no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return N 
All uſe of quittance. 
1 Lord. The nobleſt mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. 
2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes/! Shall we in ? 
I Tord. I'll keep you company. ¶Zxeunt. 


— UP TIETT"? 


* 


| SCE NE AN 


3 A in TiMoN's Houſe, Hautboys plan 
loud Muſic. A great Banquet ſerv'd in; and then ente“ 


TiMoN, ALCIBIADES, Lucius, LUcuLLUus, SEMPRONI= 
US, and other Athenian Senators, with VENTIDIUs. Then 
comes, dropping ye” all, AREMANTUS diſcontentedly, like 


jo 


1 
2 Moſt honour'd Timon, it hath ae the gods 
cdo remember | : 
My father's age, and call him to long peace, g . 
He is gone happy, and _ left me rich: #1. 
* ey 


at. ma 
; _ — 
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TIM ON OF ATHENS. Aa 


Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 


To your free heart, I do return thoſe talents, 


Doubled with thanks, and W from whoſe 1 


- # 


I deriv'd liberty. 
Tim. O, by no means, 

Honeſt Ventidius : you miſtake my love; 3 

I gave it freely over; and there's none 

Can truly ſay, he gives, if he receives: b 

If our betters play at that game, we . not 4 

To imitate them: Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Ven. A noble ſpirit. 


* 
jonny - 


[ They all ſtand ceremoniouſly looking on Ti MON, 4 


| Tim, Nay, my lords, ceremony 
Was but devis'd at firſt 
To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 


Recanting goodneſs, ſorry e' er tis ſhewn ; 


But where there is true friendſhip, there be none. 


Pray, ſit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, | 

Than they to nme. | | [ They ft 
1 Lord. My lord, we e 3 confeſt it. e abs 
Adem. Ho, ho, confeſt it? hang'd it, have you not 7 
Tim. O, Apemantus : .---y0u are welcome: 
 Apem. No; you ſhall not make me welcome: 

T-come to Jive thee thruſt me out of doors 
Tim. Fy, thou art a churl; you have got a humour there 


Does not become a man, tis much to blame: 


They ſay, my lords, ira furor brevis. ct, 


But yonder man is ever angry. 
Go, let him have a table by himſelf ; 3 


For he does neither affect company, 

Nor is he fit for it, indeed. a> 2 PET 
Apem. Let me ſtay at thine own n peril, Timon; 

I.come to obſerve ; I give thee warning on't 5 
Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athenian. 

Therefore welcome: 1 r have no pkg : 

I pr'ythee, let my meat make thee ſilent, 3 
Apem. 1 ſcorn thy meat; twould choak me, for 1 ſhould 

Ne'er flatter thee.---O you gods! what a number 

Of men cat Timon, and he ſees them not ! | 

; 3 It 


** 
jonny * & 


There's much example for't ; the fellow, that 


As 5 TiuoON OF ATHENS, 

It grieves a to ſee ſo many dip their meat 

Tn one man's blood; and all the madneſs is, 

He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare truſt theniſclves with men * 
Methinks, they ſhould invite them without knives ; 
Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. 


Sits next him now, parts bread with him, pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is the readieſt man to kill him: it has been prov'd, 
If I were a huge man, I ſhould fear to drink at meals 
Leſt they ſhould ſpy my wind- pipe's dangerous notes: 
Great men ſhould drink with harneſs on their throats. 

Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go n 
2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apem. Flow this way! 

A brave fellow !—he keeps his tides well. Timon, 
Thoſe healths will make thee, and thy ſtate, look ill, 
Here's that, which is too weak to be a ſinner, - 
Honeſt water, which ne'er left man i” the mire ; 
This, and my food, are equals ; there's no ollda, 
Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the gods, 


—ͤ—— — . — 


APEMANTUS's GRACE, 

Tmmortal gods, T crave no pelf; 

I pray for no man but myſelf : 
Grant I may never prove ſo fond, 
To truft man on his oath, or bond; 
Or @ barlot, for her weeping 3 
.Or a dog, that ſeems a ſleeping 

Or a keeper with my freedom; 

Or my friends, if I Jus need em. 
Amen. So fall tot | | 
Rich men fin, and 7 a root.  [ Eats and drinks, 


Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus : Z 
Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 
Alc. My heart is ever at your ſervice, my lord, 
Vol. Ml. B Tim. 
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TIMON OP ATHENS, Aer 7. 


Vn. You had rather be at a A of enemies, than 
a dinner of friends 

Alc. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's no 
meat like em; I could wiſh my beſt friend at ſuch a feaſt. 


Abem. Would all thoſe flatterers were thine enemies 


then; that thou might'ſt kill em, and bid me to *em, 


I Lord. Might we but have that happineſs, my lord, 


that you would once uſe our hearts, wherehy we might 
expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think ourſelves 


for ever perſect. 
Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends, but the gods them- 


ſelves have provided that I ſhall have much help from _ 


you: How had you been my friends elſe? why have you 
that charitable title from thouſands did not you chiefly 
belong to my heart ? I have told more of you to myſelf, 
than you can with modeſty ſpeak in your behalf; 
and thus far I confirm ycu. O, you gods, think I, what 
need we have any friends, if we ſhould never have need 
of them ? they were the moſt needleſs creatures living, 
ſhould we, ne'er have uſe for them; and would moſt re- 


ſemble ſweet inſtruments hung up in caſes, that keep their 
ſounds to themſelves. Why, I have often wiſh'd myſelf 


Poorer, that I might come nearer to you. We are born 
to do benefits: and what better or properer can we call 
our own, than the riches of our friends ? O, what a pre- 
cious comfort tis, to have ſo many, like brothers, com- 
manding one another's fortunes ! O joy, een made away 


e' er it can be born! Mine eyes cannot hold water, me- 


thinks : to forget their faults, I drink to you. 
Apem. Thou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timon. 
2 Lerd. Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
Ang, at that inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. 
£Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſtard. 
3 Lord. I promiſe you my . you mov d me much. 
Abem. Much. 
Sound T ucket.. 
Tim. What means that trump ?—How now ? 
Enter a Servait, 
Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord, there are certain ladies moſt 


deſirous of admittance. 


Tim, 


/ 


ie 7 
:- 
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Tim. Ladies? What are their wills? 
Serv. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord, 
which bears that office. to ſignify their pleaſures, 
Tim. 1 pray, let them be admitted. - 
| Enter Cupid, 
Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ;—and to all 


That of his bounties taſte !—The five beſt ſenſes 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 


To gratulate thy plenteous boſom : 
The ear, taſte, touch, ſmell, pleas'd from thy table riſe ; 
They only now come but to feaſt thine eyes. | 
Tim. They are welcome all; let em have kind ad- 
mittance ;--- 
Muſic, make their welcome. 22 Cupid, 
I Lord, You ſee, my lord, how ample you are belov'd. 


Mic. Re-enter Cupid, with a Maſque of Ladies as Amazons, 
with Lutes in their hands, dancing and playing 


£pem, Heyday ! what a ſweep of vanity comes this way: 
They dance! they are mad women. 
Like madneſs is the glory of this life, 
As this pomp ſhews to a little oil, and root. 
We make ourſelves fools, to diſport ourſelves; 
And ſpend our flatteries, to drink thoſe men, 
Upon whoſe age we void it up again, 
With pois'nous ſpite and envy, Who lives, that's not 
Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one ſpurn to their graves of their friends' gift? 


I ſhould fear, thoſe, that dance before me now, 


Would one day ſtamp upon me: It has been done; 
Men ſhut their doors againſt a ſetting fun. 


The Lords riſe from Table, with much ador ing of Timon; and 
ro ſœe o their Loves, each ſingles out an Amazon, and all dance, 
Men with Women ;, a lofty rg: or two to the Hautboye, 


end ceaſe. 


Tim. You have done our pleaſures much grace, fair 
Set a fair faſhion on our entertainment, ladies, 


B 2 5 Which 
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il! Which was not half ſo beautiful and kind; 
| FR You have added worth unto't, and lively luſtre, 
1 8 And entertain'd me with mine own device; 
if I am to thank you for it. 
"ts 1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the beſt, 
, Apem, Faith, for the worſt is filthy; and would not 2Y 
0 | Taking, I doubt me. „e B 
Tim. Ladics, there is an idle banquet attends you. b 
Pleaſe yon to diſpoſe yourſelves. 
Al Lad. Moſt ene my lord. | [ Excunty. 
Tim. Flavius. | 
Flav. My lord. 
| Tim. The little caſket bring me hither. 
11 Flav. Les, my lord.—More jewels yet! 
| There is no croſſing him in his humour; [Aue. 
i Elfe 1 ſhould tell him, -- Well, i'faith, I ſhould, 
5 [4 | When alt's ſpent, he'd be croſs'd then, an he could. 
1 Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind; 
1 That man might ne' er be wretched for his mind. 
1 


[Exit, and returns with the Caſtcts 
1 Lord. Where be our men? 
Serv. Here, my lord, in readineſs. 
2 Lord. Our horſes. 0 
Tim. O my friends, I have one word. | 
To ſay to you :---Look you, my good lord, I muſt 
Entreat you, honour.me ſo much, as to 
Advance this jewel ; accept, and wear it, kind my lord.. 
x Lord. I am fo far already in your gifts. 
All. So are we all. | | 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the a 
Newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
Jim. They are fairly welcome, 
Flaw. I beicech your honour, 
Vouchſafe me a word; it doth concern you near. 
Ti. Near, why then another time I'll hear thee :. 
I prithee, let us be provided | 
To ſhew them entertainment. 


Hav. [ Afide.] I ſcarce know how. 
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Enter another Servant. | 
2 Serv. May it pleaſe your honour, lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath preſented to you 
Four milk-white horſes, trapt in ſilver, 

Tim, I ſhall accept them fairly : let the preſents 

Be worthily entertain'd.---How now ? what news? 
Enter a third Servant. 

3 Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord that honourable gentleman, 
tord Lucullus, entreats your company to-morrow to hunt 
with him ; and hath ient your honour to brace of grey- 
hounds, 

Tim. I'll hunt with. him; And let them be receiv 'd, 
Not without fair reward. 

Nas. [ - /ide,] What will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
And all out of an empty coffer.--- 

Nor will he know his purſe ; or yield me this, 
To ſhew him what a beggar his heart is, 


4 Being of no power to make his wiſhes good : 
1 His promiſes fly ſo beyond his ſtate, - 
* That what he ſpeaks is all in debt, he owes 


TC: ö For every word; he is ſo kind, that he now 
m0 Pays intereſt for't ; his land's put to their books, 
Well, * would — put out of * 


3 Before I were forc'd out 
| Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 
Than fuch that do even enemies exceed. N 
L bleed inwardly for my lord. [ Ex!t,. 
Tin. You do yourſelves much wrong, you bate tco 
much | 
Of your own merits: — Here, my lord; a trifle of our 
love. . ; 


2 Lord. With more than common thanks I will receive it, 
3 Lord. O, he is the very. ſoul of bouunty !. ; 
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courſer 
rode on: it is yours, becauſe you lik'd it. 


> 2 Lord, O, I beſcech you, ne me, my lord, 
In that. 
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Tim. You may take my word, my lord; I know no 


Can juſtly: praiſe, but what he does affect: [man 


I weigh my friend's affection with mine own; 


I tell you true. I'll call on you. {LH 


All Lords, O, none ſo welcome. 

Tim. I take all and your ſeveral viſitations 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my nn, 
And ne'er be weary.---Alcibiades, 

Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich; 

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 

Fs mongſt the dead; and all the lands thou haſt. 
Lie 1 in a pitch'd field. 

Ale. In defiled land, my lord. 

I Lord, We are ſo virtuouſly bound. 

Tim. And ſo am | to you. | 

2 Lord. So infinite endear'd,— _ 

Tim. All to you. Lights! more ___ 

1 Lord. The beſt of happineſs, 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, Lined Timon 

Tim. Ready for his friends, EE bo 
[ Exeunt. ALCIMADES, Lerds Ga. 
Hs. What a coil's here 5 
Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums 
I doubt, whether their legs be worth the ſums 
That are given for em. Friendſhip's full of dregs: 


 Methinks, falſe hearts ſhould never have ſound legs 


Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on courtſies. 
Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not , 


I would be good to thee. 


Apem. No, Til nothing: for, 
If 1 ſhould be brib'd too, there would be none left 


To rail upon thee; and then thou wouldſt ſin the faſter. 


Thou giv'it fo long, Timon, I fear me, thou 

Wilt give away thyſelf in paper ſhortly :- 

What need theſe feaſts, Eh and vain-glories? 
Tim. Nay, * 


H _ begin to rail once on ſociety, 
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I am ſworn, not to give regard to you. 


Farewell; and come with better muſic. Exit. 
Ape u. 80 ; 

Thou wilt not hear me now, thou ſhalt not then, ll lock 

Thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ears ſhould be 

To counſel deaf, but not to flattery ! [ Exit, 


a : ; | ; - 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


A public Place in the City. 1 a Senator, | 


* 


Senator. 


A_xv late, five thouſand to Varro; and to Iſidore, 


| He owes nine thouſand ;—beſides my former ſum, 


Which makes it. five-andetwenty.—Still i in motion 
Of raging waſte ? It cannot hold: it will not. 


If. I want gold, ſteal but a beggar's dog, 


And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : © 
If I wonld ſell my horſe, and buy twenty more 


Better than he, why give my horſe to Timon, 


Aſk nothing, give it him, it foals me, ſtraight, 
And able horſes : No porter at his gate; 
But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 
All that paſs by. It cannot hold; no reaſon. 
Can found his ſtate in ſafety —Caphis, ho! 
n Lay 
Enten 3 

Capb. Kate, Sir; What is your pleaſure 5 

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haſte you to lord Timon; - 
Importune him for my monies ; be not ceas'd. + 
With flight denial ; nor then ſilenc'd, rene 


- Commend me to your maſter—and the cap 


Plays in the right hand, thus :—but tell him, firrah, 
My uſes cry to me, I muſt ſerve my turn 
Out of mine own; his days and times are paſt, 
And my reliances on his tracted dates 
1 Has 


— 


20 | TIMON OF ATUENS. ä 
Has ſmit my credit : I love, and honour him; 
But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger ; 
' Immediate are my needs; and my relief 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to-me in words, 
But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone : 
ti Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, 
A. viſage of demand ; for, I do fear, 
| When every feather ſticks in his own wing, 
| 


—— — — ————— Inn 
—— 


——— ů— 
2 


— 
— —— ͤ n — — 


/ Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

| Which flaſhes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

£18 Caph. I go, Sir. 

11 | Sen. I go, Sir !—take the bonds along with you, 
* And have the dates in compt. 

Caph. 1 will, Sir. 


. __- 


Sen. Go. ">  [ Exeunt.. 
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Tixon's Hall. Enter F LAvius, with many Bills in bis: 
| Hand. 


Flav. No care, no ſtop ! ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, 

'That he will neither know how-to maintain it, 

Nor ceaſe his flow of riot; Takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor reſumes no care 
Of what is to continue ; Never mind 

Was to be ſo unwiſe, to-be ſo kind. 

What ſhall be done? He will not hear, till feel: 
I muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting; 
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Ho Caeuis, with the Seruents of havens and ade. 


% 


Fye, fye, fye, fye! 

Capb. Good even, Varro: What, 

Vou come ſer money? 0, 

1 5 Far. Is't not your buſineſs too? | 
| Capb. It is:. And your” s too, Ifidore 
1 b Thd. It is ſo. 

* 2W ould we were all diſcharg ay 
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Var. I fear it. | | | 
Caph, Here comes the brd. 

Enter Tiuxox, ALCIBIADES, e. 
Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth again, 
wm Aleibiades.— With me? What is your will ? 
| [ They preſent their Bind. 
| Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues, 
Tim, Dues? Whence are you? 
Capb. Of Athens here, my lord. 
Tim. Go to my ſteward. 
Capb. Pleaſe it your lordſhip, he kathy put me off 

To the ſucceſſion of new days this month ; - 

My maſter is awak'd by great occaſion, 

'To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 

That with your other noble parts, you'll mm 

In giving him his right. 

Tim, Mine honeſt friend, 

I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning: 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, 
Tim, Contain thyſelf, good friend. 

Var. One Varro's ſervant, my good lord, 
14d. From Iſidore; 

He humbly prays your ſpeedy payment.— ] 
Caph. If you did know, my lord, my mulls? s Wants, 
Var. Twas due on erbe, my lord, = weeks, 

And paſt.— 
Jud. Your ſteward puts me ok; my lord; and I 
Am ſent expreſsly to your lordſhip. 
Tim. Give me breath. | 
I do beſeech you, good my lords, keep on; 
8 [ reunt ALCIBIADES, Gr. 
w wait _ you inſtantly Come hither, pray you. 
[ To FLAVIUS, 

How goes the world, that I am thus encounter'd, 

With clamorous demands of broken bonds, 

And the detention of long-ſince due debts, 

Againſt my honour ? | „ 

HFHlav. Pleaſe you; gentlemen, 

Fhe time is MEAS to this buſineſs 2. 


— 


Youe 


5 anſwer thee profitably. 
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Your importunacy ceaſe, till after dinner; 
That I may make his lordſhip underſtand 


Wherefore you are not paid. 


Tim. Do ſo, my friends: Sec 8 well entertain- d 
| [ Exit TiMONs 
Flav. Pray draw near. | [Exit FLavius, 
Enter APEMANTUS, and a Fool. | 
Caph. Stay, ſtay, here comes the fool with n; 8 
Let's have ſome ſport with em. 
Yer. Hang him, he'Il abuſe us. 
Lid. A plague upon him, dog ! 
Var. How doſt, fool ? 
Apem. Doſt dialogue with thy ſradow f 2 
Var. I ſpeak not to thee. | 
Abem. No, tis to thyſef,—Come away. [To the Fool. 
Tfid. | To Var. ] There's the fool hangs on your back ale 
ready. 
Apem. No, thou land ſingle, thou art not on him 
yet. i 
Caph. Where's the foal now? _ | 
Lpem. He laſt aſk'd the queſtion. Poor rogues, and 


ulfurers men! bawds between gold and want | 


All. What are we Apemantus ? 
Aßpem. EY | 
2 That you aſk me, what you are, and do not 


know yourſelves.—Speak to em, fool, 


Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 
All. Gramercies, good fool : Hew does your wiſtres ? 
Fool. She's e' en ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch chickens 


as you are, *Would, we could ſec you at Corinth. 


_ Good : gramercy. 
Enter 2 | 
Pool. Look you, here come's my maſter's page. 
Page: To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain? what do 
you in this wiſe company :— How doſt thou, Apemantus? 
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might 


Page. 


- 
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Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the W ce 
of theſe letters; I know not which is 12 8 | 
£pem, Can ſt not read? 
Page. No. 
Abem. There will little learning die then, that day thou 
art hang'd. 'This is to lord Timon ; this to Alcibiades; 
Go; thou'waſt born a baſtard, and:thou'le die a bawd, 
Page. Thou waſt whelped a dog; and thou ſhalt famiſh, 
a dog's death. Anſwer not, I am: gone. [ Exit. 
Apem. Even ſo, thou out-run'ſt grace. Fe 
Fool, I will go with you to lord Timon's. 
Fool. Will you leave me there? 
Apem, If Timon ſtay at home.—You three ſerve three 
uſurers ? 
All. Ay; *would they ſerv'd us! 
Apem. So would I, —as good a trick as ever nens 
ſerv'd thief. | 
Fool. Are you three uſurers' men 2 
All. Ay, fool. | 
Fool. 1 think, no uſurer but has a fool to his ſervant $ 
My miſtreſs is one, and I am her fool. When men come 
to borrow of your maſters, they approach fadly, and go 
away merry; but they enter my ,maſter's houſe merrily, 
and go away ſadly : The reaſon of this? 
Var. I could render one. 
Abem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore» 
maſter, and a knave; which notwithſtanding, __ ſhalt” 
be no leſs eſteemed. . 
Var. What is a whore-maſter, fool? | 
Feel. A fool in good clothes, and ſomething like thee. 
"Tis a ſpirit : ſometime it appears like a lord; ſometime 
like a lawyer ; ſometime, like a philoſopher, with two 
ſtones more than's artificial one: He is very often like a 
knight; and generally, in all ſhapes, that man goes up 
and down in, from fourſcore to thirteen, this lata: _ 
in. 
Var. Thou art not . a fool. 
Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man: as much foolery 
as 1 have, ſo much wit thou lack ſt. 


*%. 


| Apem, 


— 
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Apem. That anſwer might have become Apemantus. 
All. Aſide, aſide; here comes lord Timon. 3 
Re-enter TIMoN and Fl AVvIuSs. 

e e Come with me, fool, come. . 
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, and 


woman; ſometime the philoſopher. 


_ Rav. _ you, walk near; III fpeak with you anon, 
Cees APEMANTUS, and Fool. 


"Tim. You make me marvel: Wherefore, eber this time, 


Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me; 


That I might ſo have rated my . 
As I had leave of means? 95 
lav. You would not hear me, 
At many leiſures I propos c. : 
Tim. Go to: 
Perchance, ſome ſingle vantages you took, 
When my indiſpoſition put you back; 
And that unaptneſs made you miniſter, | 
Thus to excuſe yourſelf, 
Flav. O my good lord! 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 
Laid them before you; you would throw them off, 


And fay, you found them in mine honeſty, 


When, for ſome trifling preſent, you have bid me 


Return ſo much, I have ſhook my head and wept ; 


Yea, gainſt the authority of manners, pray'd you 
Fo hold your hand more eloſe: I did endure 
Not ſeldom, nor no flight checks; when I have 


Prompted you, in the ebb of your eſtate, 


And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord, 
Though you hear now, yet now's too late a time; 
The greateſt of your having lacks a half 
To pay your preſent debts. 
Tim. Let all my land be ſold, 
Flav. Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone; 


And what remains will hardly ſtop the mouth 


Of preſent dues : the future comes apace: 
What ſhall defend the interim ? and at length 


How oy our reckoning. ? 
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Tim, To Lacedemon did my land extend. ; | 
Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a word; 

Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 

How quickly were it gone ? 
Tim. Vou tell me true. 
Flaw, If you ſuſpect my huſbandry, or falſehood; 

Call me before the exacteſt auditors, 

And ſet me on the procf. So the gods bleſs me. 

When all our offices have been oppreſt 

With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 

With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 

Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd wich minſtreſsly ; 

1 have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, 

And ſet mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Pr'ythee, no more. 
Flav. Heavens, have I ſaid, the bounty of this lord! 

How many prodigal bits have ſlaves, and peaſants, 

This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's ? 

What heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is lord Timon's? 

Great Timon's, noble, worthy, royal Timon's ? | 

Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 

The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made: 

Faſt won, faſt Joſt ; one cloud of Winter . e . 

Theſe flies are ouch d. | | 
Tim. Come, ſermon me no further: x 

No villainous bounty yet hath paſt my heart; | 

Unwiſely, not ignobly, have | given. 

Why doſt thou weep ? Can'ſt 08 the conſcience lack, 

To think I ſhall lack friends? Secure wet heart; 

II I would broach the veſſels of my love, 22 

And try the e of hearts by borrowing, 

Men, and men's fortunes, could 1 frankly ule; | 

As I can bid thee ſpeak. 

Flav. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts !. 
Tim. And, in ſomeſort, theſe wants of mine are crown 'd, 

That I account them bleſſings ; ; for by-theſe 

Shall I try friends: You hall perceive, how you 

Miſtake my fortunes ; I am wealthy in my friends. 

Witki in there, — Flamintus : gervilius! | 11 * 

Vor, VII. C Enter 
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Go to Ventidius,---Pr'ythee, be not ſad, 
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Enter e SERVILIUS, and other Servants, 
Serv. My lord, my lord, 
Tim. Iwill diſpatch youſeverally, - Vou, to lord Lucius— 

To lord Lucullus you; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day ;—You, to Sempronius,— 
Commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, ſay, © 
'That my occaſions have FIG time to uſe them 
Toward a ſupply of money: let the requeſt | 
Be fifty talents. WO 
Flam. As you have ſaid, my lord. 
Flay. Lord Lucius, and Lucullus? hum !— . 
Tim. Go you, Sir, to the ſenators [To FLAv, 
{Of whom, even to the ſtate's beſt health, I have 
Deſerv'd this hearing), bid 'em ſend o the inſtant 
A. thouſand talents to me. 
Flay. I have been bold 
(For that I knew it the moſt general way), 
To them to uſe your ſignet, and your name; 
But they do ſhake their heads, and 1 am here 
No richer in return. 
Tim, Is't true? can't be ? 
Flav. They anſwer, in a joint and 8 voice, 


That now they are at fall, want treaſure, cannot 


Do what they would; are ſorry—you ars honourable, 
But yet they could have wiſh'd they know not 
Something hath been amiſs -a noble nature 
May catch a wrench---would all were well tis 8 
And ſo, intending other ſerious matters, 
After diſtaſteſul looks, and theſe hard fractions, 
With certain half- caps, and cold- moving 1 
They froze me into ſilence. 

Tim. Your gods reward them !--- 
1 pr'ythee, man, look cheerly : Theſe old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 


Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldom flows, 


*Tis back of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 
And natnre, as it grows again toward earth, 
Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy. 


Thon 
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Tnou art true, and honeſt; ingeniouſly I ſpeak, 

No blame belongs to thee . Ventidius lately 

Bury'd his father: by whoſe death, he's ſtepp'd 

Into a great eſtate : when he was poor, + 

Tmpriſon'd, and in ſcarcity of friends, 

] clear'd him with five talents : Greet him from me; 

Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſſity 

\ Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 

With thoſe five talents :---that had, give it theſe fellows 

To whom *tis inſtant due. Ne'er ſpeak, or think, 

That Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can fink; | 

Flav. I would, I could not think it ; That thought is 
bounty's foe; 


Being free itſelf, it thinks all others ſo. [ Krenn. | 


. FX 


ACT 717. SCENE 7. 


Lucurrus's Houſe in Athens. FLAMINIUS woiting. Zu- 
ter a Servant to him. | 


Servant. 


T navs told my lord of you; he 1 is coming down to you. 

Flav. I thank you, Sir. 

| Enter LUCULLUS. | 

Serv. Here's my lord. 

Lucul. ¶ Afide.] One of lord Timon's DD a gift, I 
warrant. Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a filver baſon 
and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honeſt, Flaminius; you 
are very reſpectively welcome, Sir Fill me ſome wine, 
And how does that honourable, complete, free-hearted 
gentleman of A, thy very bountiful good lord and 
maſter ? 

Flam His health is well, Sir. 

Lucul. L am right glad that his health is well, sir: 
And what haſt chou there under thy cloak, pretty * 
minius? 
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Flam. Faith, n6thing but an empty box, Sir; which, in 
my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to ſup- 
ply ; who, having great and iaſtant occaſion to uſe fifty ta- 
lents, hath ſent to your lordſhip to furniſh him; nothing 
doudting your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 

Zucul. La, la, la, la,---nothing doubting ſays he? das 
good lord! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not keep fo 


good a houſe. Many a time and often I ha' din'd with 


him, and told him on't ; and come again to ſupper to him, 
of purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs : and yet he would em- 
brace no counſel, take no warning by my coming. Every 
man has his fault, and honeſty is his; 1 ha' told him on't, 
but I could never get him from't. 
| Re-enter Servant, with Wine. 

Serv, Pleaſe your lordſhip, here is the wine. 
TLucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee e wiſe. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam. Your lordſhip ſpeaks your ee OO 

Lucul, I have obſerv'd thee always for a dy 
prompt ſpirit,—-give thee thy due, —and one that knows 
vr hat belongs to reaſon; and canſt uſe the time well, if the 


time uſe thee well : good parts in thee,---Get you gone 
firrah. [To the Servant, who goes out. ]---Draw nearer, ho- 


neſt Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but 
thou art wiſe 3 and thou know'ſt well enough, although 
thou com'ſt to me, that this is no time to lend money; 
eſpecially upon. bare friendſhip, without ſecurity. Here's 
three ſolidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and ſay, 
thou ſaw'ſt me not. Fare thee well. | 

Flam. Is't poſſible, the world ſhould ſo much differ; 7 
Ang we alive, that liv'd? Fly, damned baſeneſs, 

Jo him that worſhips thee, 


| Throwing the money awvay. 
Z:'cul, Ha! Now I th thou art a fool, and fit for thy 
maſter. \» = Exit. LUCULLUS. 
Flim. May theſe add to | the number that may ſcald thee t 
Let molten coin be thy damnation, , 
Thou Gifcaſe of a friend, and not himſelf ! 
Has ſriendſhip ſuch a faint aud milk; heart, 
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It turns in leſs than tuo nights? O you gods, 
I feel my. maſter's paſſion ! This ſlave, 

Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him: | 
Why ſhould it thrive, and turn to nutciment, * 
When he is turn'd to poiſon ? 

O, may diſeaſes only work upon't! | 
And, when he's ſick to death, let not that part of nature 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power | 
Jo expel ſickneſs, but prolong his hour! [ Exits 


% 


— 
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SCENE II. 


A Hows Street, Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 


Zuc. Who, the lord Timon? he is my very good friend 
and an honourable gentleman. 

I Stran. We Si him for no leſs, though we are but 
ſtrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, 
and which I hear from common rumours, now lord Ti- 
mon's happy hours are done and paſt, and his eſtate ſhrinks, 
from him, | 

Luc. Fye, no, do not bellows it; he cannot want for 
money. 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, chat, not long 
ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to borrow - 
ſo many talents; nay, urg'd extremely for't, and thew'd-- 
what neceſſity belong d to't, and yet was deny d. 

Luc. How ? 

2 Stran, I tell you, deny'd, my hed? 

Luc. What a Rags caſe was that ? now, before the 
gods, I am aſham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man? 
there was very little honour ſhew'd in't. For my own 
part, I muſt needs confeſs, I have receiv'd ſome ſmall - 
kindneſſes from him, as money, plate, jewels, and ſuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he miſtook - 
him, and ſent to me, I ſhould ne'er have deny'd his occa- 


fion-ſo many talents 5 
e 3 E ter 
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Enter SERVILIUS. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord; I have fewer 
to ſee his honour, My honour'd lord, — © [To Lu eꝛus. 

Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee 
well: Commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my 
very exquilite friend. 

Ser. May it pleaſe your honour, my lord hath ſent— 

Luc, Ha! what hath he ſent? I am ſo much endear'd 
to that lord; he's ever ſending : How ſhall I thank * | 
think'ſt thou? And what has he ſent now? 

Ser. He has only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my 
lord; requeſting your lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe 
with ſo many talents. 

Luc, 1 know, his lordſhip is Gy wi me; He 
cannot want fifty- five hundred talents. 

Tuc. But in the mean time he wants leſs, my beds: 

If his occaſion were not virtuous, 
T ſhould not urge it half ſo faithfully. 
Tuc. Doſt thou fpeak ſeriouſly, Servilius ? 

Ser. Upon my ſoul, *tis true, Sir. | 

Zuc. What a wicked beaft was I, to disfurniſh myſelf 
againſt ſuch a good time, when I might have ſhewn my⸗ 
zelf honourable ? how unluckily it happen'd, that I ſhould 
purchaſe the day before for a little part, and undo a great 
deal of honour ?—Servilius, now before the gods, I am 
not able to do't; the more beaſt, I ſay :--T was ſending 
to uſe lord Timon myſelf, theſe gentlemen ean witneſs; 
but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had done it 
now. Commend me bountifully to his good lordſhip ; and. 
] hope, his honour will conceive the faireſt of me, becauſe I 
have no power to be kind. —And tell him this from me, I 
count it one of my greateſt afſlictions, ſay, that I cannot 
pleaſure ſuch. an Honourable gentleman, Good Servilius, 
1 you befriend me fo 5 as to ule my own words to 

im 

Ser. Yes, Sir, I ſhall, 

Tuc. I'IL look you out a good turn, Servilius. — 

[ Exif SERVILICS.. 
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True, as you ſaid, Timon is ſhrunk, indeed; ' 
And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed. [ Exits 
I Stran. Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilius f | 
2 Stran. Ay, too well. 
1 Stran. Why, this is the world's ſport; 
And juſt of the ſame piece is every Hatterer' s ſoul, 
Who can cal! him his friend, 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? for, in my hers 
Timon has been this lord's father, 
And kept his credit with his purſe ; - 
Supported his eſtate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages: He ne'er drinks, 
Bat Timon's filver treads upon his lip; 
And yet (O, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape!) 
He does deny him, in reſpect of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars, 
3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 
1 Stran. For mine own part, 
I never taſted 'Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
'To mark me for his friend ; yet, I proteſt, 
For his right noble mind, Hluſtrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of me, | 
1 would have put my wealth into donation, 
And the beſt half ſnould have return'd to him, 
So much I love his heart: But, I perceive, 
Men muſt learn now with pity to diſpenſe; 
For policy ſits above conſcience. [ Excunt,. 


ENE III. 


SgMPRONIDS' 8 Hue 2. Enter SEMPRONIUS, with 4 Ser 
vant of TIxON's. | 


— 


Serv. Muſt he needs trouble me in't? Hum! Bove ali 
He might have try'd lord Lucius, or Lucullus; [others, 

And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 

| VEE Whom 
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Whom he redeem'd from priſon: All theſe 
Owe their eſtates unto —_ 
Serv, .My lord, 
They have all been c and found baſe metal, for 
They have all deny'd him ! 
Sem, How! have they deny'd him? 


- Has Ventidius and Lucullus deny'd him ? | 


And does he ſend to me ? Three ? hum |—— 

It ſhews but little love or judgment in him. 

Muſt I be his laſt refuge ? His friends, like phyſicians, 
Thrive, give him over; Muſt I take the cure upon me? 


He has much diſgrac'd me in't; I am angry at him, 


That might have known my sg, : I ſee no ſenſe for t, 
But his occafions might have woo'd me firſt; 

For, in my conſcience, I was the firſt man 

That e'er receiv'd gift from him: 5 

And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 

That Pl] requite it laſt ? No: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 


To the reſt, and I mongſt lords be thought a fool. 


I had rather than the worth of thrice. the ſum, 


He had ſent to me firſt, but for my mind's ſake 3. 

I had ſuch a courage to do him good. But now return,. 

And with their faint reply this anſwer join; 

Who hates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin. [Exi?. 
Serv. Excellent! Your Jordſhip's a goodly villain, The 

devil knew not what he did, when he made man politie; 

he croſſ'd himſelf by't: and I cannot think, but, in the 

end, the villames of man will ſet him clear. How fairly 

this lord ſtrives to appear foul? takes virtuous copies to be 

wicked ; like thoſe that, under hot ardent zeal, would ſet 

whole-realms on fire! TY 

Of ſuch a nature is his politic love 


This was my lord's beſt hope; now all are fled, 


Save only the gods: Now his friends are dead. 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be employ'd 


Now to guard ſure cheir maſter. a 
And 
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And this is all a liberal courſe allows; 
Who e cannot keep his wealth, on Keep his houſe. {Rik 


SCENE 27 
TIxOx's Houſes Enter Varro, Tirus, HorTENnSIVs, 
Lucius, and other Servants of T1xoN" - bad obs 
: zoait for bis coming ont; 8 | 


Var. Well met; good morrow, Titus, and Hortenſius, 
Tt. The like to you, kind Varro. 
Hor. Lucius! 5 
What, do we meet together! J 
Luc, Ay, and I think, | 
One buſineſs does command vs all; for n mine 
Is money. | 
Tit. So is theirs, 456 ours. 
Enter PHILOTUS. - 
Luc. and Sir Philotus too! 5 
Pbi. Good day at once. ; 
Luc. Welcome, good baby: What do you es the 
hour ? - 
Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Luc. So much? | 
Phi, Is not my lord ſeen yet? 
Luc. Not yet. 
Phi. I wonder on't ; he was wont to ſhine at pe 
Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorrer with him; 
You mult conſider, that a prodigal's courſe * 
Is like the ſun's; but not, like his, retoverable,!” 
I fear. 
Tis deeper winter in lord Timon's purſe ; | 
That is, one may rea N enough, and 1280 
Find little. 
Phi. I am of your fear for that. 
Tit, I'Il ſhew you how to obſerve a ſtrange event. 
Your lord ſends now for money. 


Hor. Moſt true, he does. 
| | Tit, 
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Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's giſt, 
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For which I wait for money. 


Hor. It is againſt my heart. 

Luc, Mark, how ſtrange it ſhews, 

Timon in this ſhould pay more than he owes : 

And e'en as if your lord ſhould wear rich jewels, ' 

And ſend for money for 'em. 

Hor. I am weary of this charge, the 1 can witneſs: 
I know, my lord hath fpent of Timon's wealth, 

And now ingratitude makes it worſe than ſtealth. | 
Var. Yes, mine's three thouſand crowns: What's yours ? 
Luc. Five thouſand mine. 

Far Tis much deep: and it ſhould ſeem hs the ſam, 
Your maſter's confidence was above mine 
Elſe, ſwely, his had equall'd. 

Enter FLAMINIUS, 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Flaminius ! Sir, a word : Pray is wy lord ready 
to come forth ? | 

 Flam. No, indeed, he is not. Oe 

Tit. We attend his lordſhip ; pray, ſignify ſo much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows, you are too 
diligent. : [Exit FLAMINIUS» 

Enter FLAvius in @ Cloak, muffled. 

Luc. Ha! is not that his ſteward muffled ſo c 
He goes away in a cloud: call hini, call him. 

Tit. Do you hear Sir? 

Var. By your leave, Sir. 

Flav. What do you aſk of me, my friend ? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, Sir, 

Flay. Ay, if money were as certain as __ waiting, 
*Twere ſure enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your ſems and bills, 
When your falſe maſtexs eat of my lord's meat? 

Then they would ſmile, and fawn upon his debts, 

And take down the intereſt in their gluttonous maws ; 

You do yourſelves but wrong, to ſtir me up; . 

Let me paſs quietly: 

Believ't, my lord and I have made an end; 

I have no more to reckon, he to ſpend, 
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Luc. Ay, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 5 5 
Flav. If twill not ſerve, tis not ſo baſe as you; 

For you ſerve knaves. [ Exit, 
Var. How | what does his oaſis 'd 8 mutter! - 
Tit. No matter what; he's poor, 

And that's revenge enough. Who can ſpeak dreader: 

Than he that has no houſe to put his head in? 

Such may rail *gainſt great buildings. 

Enter SERVILIUS. 

- Tit. O, here's Servilius ; now we ſhall know | 

Some anſwer. 

Serv. If I might beſeech you, tha, 

To repair ſome other hour, I ſhould 

Derive much from it : for, take it on my ſoul, 

My lord leans wondrouſly to diſcontent : 

His comfortable temper has forſook him 

He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc. Many do keep their chambers, are not fick 3 
And if he be ſo far beyond his health, ED 
Methinks he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser. Good gods! | 

Tit. We cannot take this for anſwer, Sir. 

Flam, [ N. ithin.] Servilius, help! my lord! my lord! 

Anter TIMoN, in à Rage. 

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my 3 
Have I been ever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my retentive enemy, my jail ? 
The place, which I have feaſted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, ſhew me an iron heart? - 

Luc. Put in now, Titus. 
Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc, Here's mine. 

Par. And mine, my lord. 

Caph. And ours, my lord. 

_ Phi. All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with *em, _—; me to ths ile, 
Tuc. Alas my lord. | 

Tim, Cut my heart in ſums. PRE 
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TIMON OF ATHENS, 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Tuc. Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thouſand drops pays that, — 
What yours ?—and yours? ? 5 

1 Var. My lord, — : 
2 Yar. My lord. | 
Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall u upon you Lo 
[ Exit, 

Hor. Faith, I perceive, c our maſters may throw their 
caps at their money; theſe debts may be well call'd deſpe- 
rate ones, for a madman owes em. 9 

Re- enter TI MON and Fl. Avius. 

Tim, They have e en put my breath from me, the lavesz 
Creditors !——devils. 

Flav. My dear lord,— 

Tim. What if it ſhould be ſo? 

Flav. My lord,-— 

Tim. I'll have it ſo: My ſteward! a 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So fitly ?—Go, bid all my friends again, 


— 


Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius, all; 


I'll once more feaſt the raſcals. 
Flav. O. my lord, 
You only ſpeak from your diſtracted ſoul ; 


There is not fo much left, to furniſh out 


A moderate table. 
Tim. Be it not in thy care; go, 


I charge thee, invite them all: let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more; my cook and I'll provide. Brau. 


* SS. ** 
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SCENE J 


The Senate- Houſe, Senators, and ALCIBIAD ES. 


I Sen. My lord, you have my en the fault's 


Tis neceſſary he ſhould die: _ , * {bloody ; 
_— emboldens fin ſo much as mercy. Se | 
3 2 Sen. 
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2 Sen. Moſt true; the law ſhall bruiſe 'em. 
Ale. Honour, health, and compaſhon to the ſenate! 

1 Sen. Now, captain? 
Alc. 1 am an humble ſuitor to your virtues, | 

For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. | 

It pleaſes time, and fortune, to lie heavy 

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth 

To thoſe that, without heed, do plunge into it. 

He is a man, ſetting his fate aſide, | 

Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he ſoil the fact with cowardice 

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault) ; 

But, with a noble fury, and fair ſpirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 

He did oppoſe his foe : 

And with ſuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 

He did behave his anger, e er twas ſpent, „ 

As if he had but prov'd an argument. | 
1 Sen. You undergo too ſtrict a paradox, 

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 

Your words have took ſuch pains, as if they labour'd 

To bring man- laughter into form, and ſet quarrelling 8 

Upon the head of valour; which, indeed, by b 

ls valour miſbegot, and came into the world 

When ſects and factions were newly born: 

He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 

The worſt that man can breathe; and make his wrongs 

His outiides ; to wear them like his raiment, careleſsly ; 

And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us s kill, 

What folly tis, to hazard life for ill? 

Ac. My lord, — ; | 
1 Sen. You cannot make groſs ſins look clear; Be 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 
lc. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, | 
If 1 ſpeak like a captain,— 


Vor. VII, VVV 
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Why do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, 
And not endure all threats; ſleep upon it, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad ?, why then, women are more valiant, 
That ſtay at home, if bearing carry it ; 
The aſs, more captain than the lion; and the fellow, 
Loaden with irons, wiſer than the — | 
If wiſdom be in ſuffering. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good: 
Who cannot condemn raſhneſs in cold blood 2 
To kill, I grant, is fin's extremeſt guſt ; 
But, in defence, by mercy, tis moſt juſt. 
To be in anger, is impicty ; | 
But who is man, that 1s not angry 
Weigh but the crime with this, 
2 Sen. You breathe in vain, 
Alc, In vain ? his ſervice done 
At Lacedzmon, and Byzantium, 
Were a ſufficient briber for his life. 
1 Sen. What's that? 0 
Alc. Why, I ſay, my lords, he has done fair fervice, 
And flain in fight many of your enemies: 
How full of valour did he bear himſelf 
In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds? 
2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em ; he 
Is a ſworn rioter : he has a ſin 
That often drowns him, and takes his valour priſoner ; "i 
If there were no focs, that were enough 
To overcome him: in that beaſtly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cherrſh factions :* Tis inferr'd to us, 
His days are ſoul, and his drink 85 85 
1 Sen. He dies. 
Alc. Hard fate: he might have A! in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him 
(Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to none), yet, more to move you, 
! f Take 


Take my deſerts to his, and join em both 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honours to you, upon his good returns, 
if by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore; 
For law is ſtrict, and war is nothing more. 
1 Sen, We are for law; he dies; urge it no more, 
On height of our diſpleature 2 : Friend, or brother, 
'He forſeits his own blood, that ſpills another. 

Alc, Muſt it be ſo? it muſt not be. My lords, 
I do befeech you, know me, 

2 Sen. How ? 

Ale. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What? 

Ak. 1 cannot think, but your age has e me; 
It could not elſe be, I ſhould prove ſo baſe, 

To ſue, and be deny d ſuch common grace: 
My wounds ake at you. 

I Sen. Do you dare our anger? : 1 
»Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effect; 

We baniſh thee fox ever, 

Alc. Baniſh me? | 
Banjſh your dotage ; baniſh uſury, 

That makes the ſenate ugly. 

1 Sen, If, after two days' ſhine, Athens contain thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment. : 
And, not to ſwell our ſpirit, 

He ſhall be executed preſently. [ Exeunt Senate, 


Ali. Now the gods keep you old enough; that you may live 


Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 

I am worſe than mad : I have kept back their foes, 
While they haye told their money, and let out 

Their coin ppon large intereſt ; I myſelf, 

Rich only in large hurts —AIll thoſe, for this? 

is this the balſam, that the uſuring ſenate 

Pours into captains' wounds? Ha! baniſhment ? 

It comes not ill; I hate not to be baniſh'd ; 

It is a capie worthy my ſpleen and fury, | 

DS >. That 
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That I may ſtrike at Athens. | I'll cheer up | 85 
My diſcontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

*Tis honour, with moſt lands to be at odds; EEE 
Soldiers as little ſhould brook Spe og as gods. [Exit. 


- £—_ 


SCENE 22 
_'TaMoN's _ _ divers Senators at ſeveral Doors. 


1 Sen. Tbe good time of day to you, Bir. © | 
2 Sen. I alſo wiſh it to you. I think, this honourable | 


| _ Tird did but try us this other day. 


1 Sen, Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 
encounter'd : I hope, it is not ſo low with him, as he 
made it ſeem in the trial of his ſeveral friends. EY 

2 Sen. It ſhould not be, by the prong of his new | 
ſeaſting. 

I Sen. I ſhould think ſo: He hath tent me an earneſt 
znviting, which many my near occaſions did urge me te 
Put off; but he hath Rey me 9 them, 93 1 
muſt needs appear. 

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my importunate 
buſineſs, but he would not hear my excuſe. I am ſorry, 

when he ſent to borrow of EFT that K eee was 
out. : | 

I Sen. I am fick of that grief $608, as I underſtand how 
all things go. - 
- 2 Sen. Every man here's 655 What would he five 1 71 
Tow def you? | 

I Sen. A thouſand pieces; 

2 Sen. A thouſand pieces! 

I Sen. What of you? 

3 Sen. He ſent to me, Sir. Here he comes. 

Enter TiMON, and Altentdants, 

Tim. With all mw heart, gentlemen both: And how 

fare you ? 


I Sen. TNT: at the beſt, MG well cf ycur lordſhip. 
: 2 Sen. f 


— 


7 
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2 Sen. The ſwallow follows not ſummer more willing- 
ty, than we your lordſhip. | 
Tim. [ Afide.] Nor more willingly leaves winter; ſuch | 
ſummer- birds are men,—Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompenſe this long ſtay: feaſt your ears with the muſic 
awhile; if they will fare ſo harſhly as on the trumpet's 

ſound : we ſhall to't preſently. 
I Sen. I hope, it remains not unkindly with your lord- 
ſhjp, that I return'd you an empty meſſenger. | 
Tim, O, Sir, let it not trouble you. 
2 Sen. My noble Lord, My 
Tim. wth my good friend ! whe cheer 3 ? 
[ The Rangyet brought in in. 
2 Sen. My moſt honourable lord, I am e'en fick of 
ſhame, that, when your lordſhip this other _ ſent ts 
me, I was ſo unfortunate a beggar. | 
Tim. 'Think not on't, Sir. «7 | 
2 Sen, If you had ſent but two hours 1 — 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
— Come, bring in all together. 
2 Sen. All cover'd diſhes! 
I Sen. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 
3 Sen. Doubt not that, if money, and the ſeaſon can riekd is it. 
1 Sen. How do you? What's the news? 
3 Sen. Alcibiades is baniſh'd : Hear you of i it? 2 
| Beth, Alcibiades baniſh'd ! 
3 Sen, Tis ſo, be ſure of it. 
I Sqn, How ? how ? 
2 Sen, I pray you, upon what? 5 
Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near? 
3 Sex. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaſt te- 
ward, | | 
2 Sen. This is the old man till. 
3 Sen. Will't hold? will't hold? 
2 Sen. It does: but time will——and — 
3 Sen. I do conceive 
im. Each man to his ſtool, with that fan as he would 
to the lip of his miſtreſs : your diet ſhall be in all places 
alike, Make not a city feaſt of it, to let the meat cool 
| V3 er 
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e' er we can agree upon the firſt place : : Sit, fit, The gods 
* our thanks. | — 


2 great benefubders, ſprint our ſociety with thankfulncſs. 
For your own gifts, make you: ſelves prais'd : but reſerve fill 
to give, left your deities be deſpiſed. Lend to each man enough, 
that one need not lend to another : for, were your godbeads to 
borrow f men, men would forſake the gods, Male the meat 
be beloved, more than the man that gives it, Let no aſſembly 
of twenty be without a ſcore of villains : Tf there fit twelve 
women at the table, let a dozen of them be as they are.- Te 

reft of your fees, O gods,—the ſenators of Athens, together with 
the common lag of people, —what is amiſs in, them, you gods, 
make ſuitable for de ne. For theſe my preſent friends, —as 
they are to me notbing, /o in e ble gf 11 85 and to nething 

are they welcome. . 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

o e are full of warm Water. 
- Shine za. What does his lordſhip mean ? _ 
Some other. I know not. 
Vim. May you a better feaſt never behold, | 

You knot of mouth-friends ! ſmoke, and luke-warm water 

Is your perfection. This is Timon's laſt ; 
Who ſtuck and ſpangled you with flatteries, 
Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 
[ Throwing Water in their: Facgs. : 

Your reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long, | 
- Moſt ſmiling, ſmeoth, deteſted paraſites, | 
Courteous deſtroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's flies, 

Cap and knee ſlaves, vapours, and minute-jacks! 

Of man, and beaſt, the infinite malady 
Cruſt you quite o'er !---What, doſt thou go? 

Soft, take thy Ox Ae firſt,-- thou too, - and thou; 

[ Throws the Di * at _ 

Stay, 1 will hoes thee money, borrow none.— 

What, all in motion? Henceforth be no feaſt, 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueſt, - 
| e Burn, 


— 
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Burn, houſe ; ſink, Athens! henceforth hated * 1 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity | - [Exit 


Re- enter the Senators. 
1 Sen. How now, my lords? 7 


2 Sen. Know you tlie quality of lord Timon's fury ? 


3 Sen. Piſh ! did you ſee my cap? 
4 Sen. I have loſt my gown. 


1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, and 1 but humour 
fways.- him. He gave me a jewel the other day, and now 
he has beat it out of my hat: Did you ſee my Jewel. * 


2 Sen. Did you ſee my cap? 
3 Sen, Here *tis. 

4 Sen. Here lies my gown. - 
1 Sen, Let's make no ſtay. | 
2 Sen, Lord Timon's mad, 

3 Sen, I feel't upon my bones. 


4 Sen, One day he ou us diamonds, next day 8 


. | 


- 
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ACT IV. SCENEI.. = 


Without the Walls, of Athens. Enter TIN... 


Timon, . = 


Lr me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdleſt in thoſe wolves ! Dive in the earth, 


- 


And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent ; 


Obedience fail in children] flaves, and fools, 

Pluck the grave wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads ! to general filths 
Convert o' the inſtant, hogs virginity ! 

Bo't in your parents eyes! bankrupts, hold faſt ;- 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truſters' throats! bound ſervants, ſteal ; 
Earge-handed robbers your grave maſters are, 


And pill by law: maid, to thy maſter's bed, 


Thy 
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Thy miſtreſs is o' the brothel ! ſon of ſixteen, 

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 

With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear, 

Religion to the gods, peace, juſtice, truth, 

Domeſtic awe, night-reſt, and neighbourhood, 
Inſtruction, manners, myſteries, and trades, 

Degrees, obſervances, cuſtoms, and laws, 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet confuſion live !—Plagues, incident to men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for ſtroke : thou cold ſciatica, 

Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 

As lamely as their manners! luſt and liberty 

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth; 

That gainſt the ſtream of virtue they may ſtrive, 

And drown themſelves in riot! itches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian boſoms; and their crop 
Be general leproſy ! breath infect breath; 
That their ſociety, as their friendſhip, may 
Be merely poiſon ! Nothing 1 Il bear from thee, 

But nakedneſs, thou deteſtable town | 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns! 

Timon will to the woods; where he fhall find 

The unkindeſt beaſt more kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all) 

The Athenians both within and out that wall! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 

To the whole race of mankind, high, and low ! 

Amen, 5 | | Exit. 


— 
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SCENE II. 


Timon's Houſe. Enter Fl. Avius, with #200. or three Ser- 
| wants, | | 


1 Serv. Hear you, maſter ſteward, where is our maſter ? 
Are we undone? caſt off? nothing remaining? 
| | | ; Flaw 
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Flav. Alack, my fellows, what ſhould 1 fay to u? 
Let me be recorded by the EDN gods, 
I am as poor as you. 
1 Serv. Such a houſe broke! 
So noble a maſter fallen! All gone! and not. 
One friend, to take his fortune by the Is 
And go along with him ©. 
2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their falſe vows with him, 
Like empty purſes pick d: and his Foe ſelf, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, | 
With his diſeaſe of all- ſhunn'd poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows. 
Eater other Servants. 
. All broken implenients of a ruin'd houſe. 
3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery, 
That ſee I by our faces; we are fellows ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak' d is our bark; 
And we, poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the furges threat + we muſt all 1 
Into this ſea of air. 
Hav. Good fellows all, | 
The lateſt of my wealth I'll ſhare amongſt vou. 
Wherever we ſhall meet, for Timon's ſake, 
Let's yet be fellows; let's ſhake our heads, and ſay, 
As twere a knell unto our maſter's fortunes, 
We have ſeen better days. Let each take ſome ; _ | 
[ Giving them 4 
Nay, put out all your bands: Not one word more : 


Thus part we rich in TOs Parting poor, 
L Servants. 


| 0, the fierce n that glory brings us! 
Who would not with to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to miſcry and contempt ? | 
Who'd be ſo mock'd with glory? or to live 
But in a dream of friendſhip ? 
To have his pomp, and all what fate compounds, 
But 


* 
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But only. painted, like his varniſh'd friends ? 
Poor: honeſt lord, brought low by his own heart; 


Undone by goodneſs! ! Strange, unuſual blood, 


When man's worſt fin is, he does too much good? 


Who then dares to be half ſo kind agaia ? 


For bounty, that makes gods, does {till mar men, 

My deareſt lord —bleſt, to be molt accurſt, 

Rich, only to be wretched ;——thy great fortunes 

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful ſeat 

Of Monitrous friends: nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can command it. 

PIl follow, and inquire him out: 

I'll ever ſerve his mind with my beſt will; | 
Whilſt I have gold, I'll be his ſteward ſtill. LE. 


f 
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| Tim. O bleſſed breeding ſun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy ſiſter's orb 
Infe& the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,— 
Whoſe-procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant,—touch them with ſeveral fortunes ; 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer: Not nature, 
To whom all ſores lay fiege, can bear great nnn 


But by contempt of nature. 


Raiſe me this beggar, and denude that lord; 

The ſenator fhall bear contempt hereditary, 

'The beggar native honour. 

It is the paſtor lards the brother's ſides, | 

The want that makes him leave. Who daresz who dares, 

In purity of manhocd ſtand 1 

And ſay, This man's a Flatterer ? if one be, 

Bo are they all; for every grize of fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that blow : the learned pate 

Ducks to the golden fool: All is oblique ; 
There's 
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"There's nothing level in our curſed natures, ; 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and throngs of men? _ 
His ſemblable, yea, himſelf, Timon diſdains : | 5 
Deſtruction fang mankind ! Earth, yield me Toots! 
[ Digging the Earib. 
Who. ſeeks for better of this: ſauce his palate | 
With thy moſt operant poiſon | What 1s here ? 2 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods, 
I am no idle votariſt : Roots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white ; foul, fair ; 
Wrong, right; baſe, noble; old, young; coward, valiant. 
Ha ! you gods! why this? What this, you gods? Why 
Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your ſides; [this 
Pluck ſtout men's pillows from below their heads ; 
This yellow flave _ 
Will knit and break religions ; bleſs 5 accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar leproſy ador'd ; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 5 
With ſenators on the bench; this is it, , 
That makes the wappen'd kde wed again; 
She, whom the ſpital-houſe and ulcerous ſores 
Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 
To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that put'ſt odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature.—{ March afar of. Ha! a drum: 
Thou'rt quick, : 
But yet I'll bury thee : Thou'lt go, firong thief, 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot ſtand ;— 
Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt. [ Keeping ſome Gold. 
Enter ALCIBIADLS, with Drum and Fife, in warlile man- 
ner, and PURYNIA and TIMANDRA. | 
£lIc. What art thou there? ſpeak. 
Tim. A beaſt, as thou art. 'The canker gnaw thy heart, 
For ſhewing me again the eyes of man 
Alc. What is thy name? Is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art oy a map? 
Tim, 


J 
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Thaw: I am miſanthropos, and hate mankind, 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee ſomething, 
Ale. 1 know thee well; 
But in thy fortunes am anlearn'd and ſtrange. 
Tim. I know thee too; and more than that I know thee, 
1 not defire to know. Follow thy drum; 2 
With man's blood paiat the ground, Saha gules ; 3 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel; 
Then what ſhould war be? This fell whore of thine 


HFath in her more deſtruction chan thy ſword, 


For all her cherubin look. a 
" Phr. Thy lips rot off! f | 
* Tim. 1 will not kiſs thee; then the rot returns 9 
To thine own lips again. | 
Alc. How came the noble Timon to this change? 
| Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew 1 could not, like the moon; 
There were no ſuns to borrow of. | 
Alc. Noble Timon, - 


What friendſhip may I do thee ? „ 


Tim. None but to 
Maintain my opinion. Ny 

lc. What is it, Timon? | = 

Tim. Promiſe me ſriendſhip, but perform none: 1f 
Thou wilt not fan the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man! if N doſt * confound 8 N 
For thou art a man- | 

Alc. I have heard in n ſome ſort of thy ris,” 

Tim. Thou ſaw'ſt them, when I had proſperity. 

Alc. ] fee them now; then was a bleſſed time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. - 

Timan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd fo regardfully ? | | 

Tim. Art thou Timandra? f ; 


Timan. Les. 
Tim. Be a whore ſtill ! they love thee not, that uſe thee; 


Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt, 


Make ule of thy ſalt hours: ſeaſon the ſlaves | 


2 
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For tubs, and baths; bring down roſe- cheeked youth 
To the tub-faſt, and the diet. 
Timan. Hang thee, monſter ! 
Ale. Pardon him, ſweet Timandra; for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his calamities— 
1 have but little gold of late, brave Titnon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev'd, 
How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 
But for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them, — 
Tim. 1 pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alc. IJ am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim, How doſt thou pity him . whom 127 2 trouble? 
I had rather be alone. 
Ale. Why, fare thee well: 
Herd is ſome gold for thee, 
Tim. Keep itz I cannot cat it. 
Alc. When I have laid proud Athens on a Rene 
Tim, Warr'ſt thou *gainſt Athens ? 
Alc. Ay, 'Vimon, and have cauſe. 
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy conqueſt; and 
Thee after, when thou haſt conquer'd ] | | 
Alc. Why me, Timon. | 
Tim. That, by killing of villains, thou SIT" hs 
To conquer my country. 
Put up thy gold; Go on, —here's gold, —go on; 
Be as a planetry plague, when Jove | 
Will o'er ſome high- vic d city hang his poiſon 
In the ſick air: Let not thy ſword ſkip one: 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 
He is an uſurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron, 
It is her habit only that-is honeſt, 
Herſelf's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe Ss 
That through the window-bars kad at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 
Set. them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauſt their mercy 3 
TEES a baſtard, whom the cracle f 


E. | Hath 
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Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe : Sweat againſt objects; 


Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 

Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor ſight of prieſts in holy veſtments bleeding, 

Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers : 
Make large confuſion; and, thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thyſelf! Speak not, be gone. 

Alc. Haſt thou 828 yet? I'll take the gold thou giv '& 
Not all thy counſel. [me, 

Tim. Doſt thou, or oft thou not, bens ns curſe upon thee! 

Pbr. and Timan. Give us ſome gold, good Timon: Haſt 

thou more? 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forſwear her 2 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you ſluts, 

Vour aprons mountant: Vou are not oathable,— ä 
Although, I know, you'll ſwear, terribly ſwear, 

Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly agues, 

The immortal gods that hear you, —ſpare your oaths, 
I'll truſt to your conditions: Be whores ſtill; 

And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up; 

Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, | 
And be no turn-coats : Vet may your pains, ſix months, 
Be quite contrary: And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ;—ſome that were hang d, 

No matter ;—wear them, betray with them: whore {till ; 
Paint *till a horſe may mire upon your face, 
A pox of wrinkles ! 
Phr. and Timan. Well, more gold What then ?— 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 
Tim. Confumptions fow _ 
In hollow bones of man 4 ftrike their ſharp thins, 
And mar men's . Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more falſe title plead, 
Nor ſound his quillits ſhrilly ; hoar the flamen, 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 
And not believes himſelf : down with the noſe, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee, 
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smells from the general weal: make curl'd- pate ruffians 
And let the unſcarr d braggarts of the war l[bald; 
Derive ſome pain from you: Plague all; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all erection. There's more-gold ; 2— ͤ — 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you 
And ditches gra ve you all! . 
Phr. and Timan. More counſel, wich more money, 
bounteous Timon. | 
Tim. More whore, more miſchief firſt; 1 have given 
you earneſt. | 
Ac. Strike up che drum towards Athens, Farewel; 
Timon; 
If I thrive well, PU viſit en again. | 
' Tim. If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more, 
Alc. I never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
Alc. Call ſt thou that harm? 
Tim. Men daily find it. 
Get thee away, and take thy bede with thee. 
Alc. We but n him. — Strike. 5 
| [Drum beats. Excunt ALCBIADES, 
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Tim. [Digging] mmm man's uns | 70 
kindneſs, 8 
Should yet be hungry ee e mother, thon 
Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt, 
Teems, and feeds all; whoſe ſelf-ſame mettle, - 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below criſp heaven, 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth ſhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human ſons doth hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root! | : 
Enſcar thy fertile and conceptious womb, : 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears; +4 


Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
| | E 2 Hath 
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Hath to the marbled manſion all above | 
Never preſented !—O, a root,---Dear thanks! 


Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquoriſh draughts, 
And morſels unctuous, greaſes his pure mind, 
That from it all conſideration flips! * 


Enter ACNE: 


More man : Plague ! plague! 


Apem. I was directed hither : Men report, 
Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe them. 

Tim. Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate: Conſumption catch thee : a 

Abem. This is in thee a nature but affected; 

A poor unmanly melancholy, ſprutig | 

From change of fortune. Why this ſpade? this lors ? 
This ſlave-like habit? and theſe looks of care? | 
Thy flatterers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft ; 

Hug their diſcas'd perfumes, and have forgot 

That ever Timon was. Shame nor theſe woods, 

By putting en the cunning of a carper. 43 
Be thou a flatterer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee: hinge thy knee, 

And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obſerve, 

Blow off thy cap; praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 

And call it excellent: Thou waſt told thus; 

Thou gav'ſt thine ears, like tapſters, that bid welcome 

To knaves, and all approachers: I is moſt juſt, 

'That thou turn raſcal; hadſt thou wealth again, 

Raſcals ſhould have't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 

Tim. Were 1 like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. 

Apem. I. hou haſt caſt away thyſelf, being like thyſelf; 
A madman ſo long, now a fool; What, think'ſt (4-5 
That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 

Will put thy ſhirt on warm? Will theſe moiſt trees, 
That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 

And ſkip when thou point'ſt out? will the cold brook, 
Candied with ice, candle thy morning taſte _ 

To cure thy o *er-night's ſurfeit : Call the creatures, 


Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight 
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Of wreakful heaven; whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 
To the conflicting elimeytk ipod, : 
Anſwer mere nature,---bid them flatter thee; 
O! thou ſhalt find--=- 
Tim. A fool of thee: Depart. ' , 
Apem. I love thee better now thais eber 1 Aid, 
Tim. I hate thee worſe. | 
Apem. Why? z 
Tim. Thou flatter*ſt miſery; . 
Apem. I flatter not; but ſay, thou art a caitiff. 
Tim. Why doſt thou ſeek me out ? 
Apem. To vex thee. 
Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in't ? 
Apem. Ay. 5 
Tim. What! a knave too? 6 
Apem. If thou didſt put this ſour cold habit on - 
To caſtigate thy pride, twere well: but thou 
Doſt it enforcedly ; thou'd'ſt courtier be again, © .; 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing miſery ore 
Out-lives incertain pomp, is crown'd before: 
The one is filling ſtill, never complete; 
The other, at high wiſh : Beſt ſtate, contentleſs, 
Hath a diſtracted and moſt wretched being, 
Worſe than the worſt, content. | 
Thou ſhould'ſ deſire to die, being miſcrable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a ſlave, whom fortune's tender arm 
With favour never claſp'd ; but bred a dog. JET 
Hadſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath, proceeded 3 
The ſweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To ſuch as may the paſſi ve drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would'ſt have . d chyſelf 
In general riot; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of luſt ; and never learn d 
The icy precepts of alla; but follow'd 
The ſugar'd game before thee. But myſelf, 
Who had the world as my confectionary; 
1 mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
E 3 At 
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At duty, more than I could frame eren 
(That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brunn 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every ſtorm that blows); I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burden: 
Thy nature did commence in ſufferance; time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhould'ſt thou hate men:? 
They never flatter'd thee : What haſt thou giv'a ? 
If thou wilt curſe,---thy father, that poor rag, 
Muſt be thy ſubject; who in ſpight, put ſtuff 
To ſome ſhe beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone 
If thou hadſt not been born the worſt of men 
Thou hadſt been a knave, and flatterer. 
Apem. Art thou proud yet? 
Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 
Apem. |, that I was no exe 
Tim. I, that I am one now: 
Were all the wealth I have, ſhut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. 
That the whole life of Athens were in this . 
Thus would 1 eat it. 2 [ Eating a Rook: 
Adem. Here; I will mend thy feaſt. [ Offering bim ſomething. 
Tim. Firſt mend my company; take away thyſelf, 
Aßpem. So I ſhall mend my own, by the lake of thine. 
Tim. Tis not well mended ſo, it is but botch'd; 
If not, I would it were. 
Apem. What wouldft thou have to Athens? 
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold; look, ſo I have. 
 Apem. Here is no-uſe for gold. | 
Tim. The beſt and trueſt: 
For here it ſleeps, and does no hired harm. 
Apem. Where ly'ſt o'nights, Timon? 
Tim. Under that's above me. 
Where feed'ſt thou o days, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Where my ſtomach _—_ meat; or, rte where 
k eat it, - 
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Tim. Would poiſon were obedient, and knew my mind! | 

Apem. Where wouldſt thou ſend it? | 

Tim. To ſauce thy diſhes. - | 

Apem, The middle of humanity thou never khan, | 
but the extremity of both ends : When thou waſt in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too much cu- 
rioſity; in thy rags thou knoweſt none, but art deſpis'd 
for the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. | 

Apem. Doſt hate a medlar? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem, An thou hadſt hated medlars ſooner, thou 
ſhould*ſt have lov'd thyſelf better now. What man didſt 
thou ever know unthrift, that was belov'd after his means. 

Tim. Who, without thoſe means thou talk*ft of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? 

Apem. Myſelf. | 

Tim. I underſtand thee; thou had'ſt — means te 
keep a dog. | 

Apem. What things in the world canſt thou neareſt 
compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim, Women, neareſt; but men, men are the things 
themſelves, What would'ſt thou do with the world, Ape- | 

mantus, if it lay in thy power ? 
Adem. Give it the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Wouldſt thou have thyfelf fall in the. confuſion of 
men, and remain a beaſt with the beaſts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beaſtly ambition, which the gods grant thee to 
attain to! If thou wert the lion, the fox would beguile 
thee ; if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee : if 
thou wert the fox, the lion would ſuſpe& thee; when, per- 
adventure, thou wert accus'd by the aſs : if thou wert the 
aſs, thy dullneſs would torment thee ; and ſtill thou liv'dſt 
but as a breakfaſt to the wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thx 
greedineſs would affli& thee, and oft thou ſhouldſt hazard 
thy life for thy dinner : wert thou the unicorn, pride and 
wrath would confound thee, and make thine ownſelf the 
e of thy 377 wert chou a * thou woulſt : be 
| kill'd. 


| 
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kill'd by the horſe; wert thou a horſe, thon wouldſt be 
ſeiz'd by the leopard; wert thou a leopard, thou wert ger- 
man to the lion, and the ſpots of thy kindred were jurors 
on thy life: all thy ſafety were remotion ; and thy de- 
fence, abſence.. What beaſt could'ſt thou be, that were not 
ſubj-& to a beaſt ? and what a beaſt art thou already, and 
ſeeſt not thy loſs in transformation? 

Apem. If thou couldſt pleaſe me with ſpeaking to me, 
thou might'| have hit upon it here: The nen 
of Athens i is become a foreſt of beaſts. h 

Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art out 
of the city? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter. The 
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch 
it, and give way: When I know not what elſe to do, PI 
ſee thee again, 
Tim, When there is nothing king but hes? thou ſhalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, than Ape- 
mantus. 

Abem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon. 
A plague on hee 

Apem. Thou art too bad to curſe! WW 

Tim. All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure. 

Apem. There is no leproſy, but what thou ſpeak' ſt. 

Tim. If I name thee.--- 

I'll beat thee,---but I ſhould infect my hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off: 

Tim. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 

I ſwoon to ſee thee. | 

Apem. Would thou wouldit burſt ! 1 

Tim. Away, | 
Thou tedious rogue | I am ſorry, I ſhall loſe 
A ſtone by thee. 

Apen, Beaſt | 
Tim. Slave! 
Apem. Toad ! 
* Rogue, rogue, rogue 
leu axros retreats Sant, as going. 
I am 
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Tam ſick of this falſe world; and will love nought 
But even the mere neceſſities upon it. 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the ſea may beat 
Thy grave-ſtone daily: make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
| [Looking on the Gold, 
Twirt natural ſon and fre! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt bed! thou valiant Mars! 
Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow 
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou viſible god, 
That ſolder'ſt cloſe impoſſibilities, | 
And mak'ſt them kiſs! that ſpeak' with every tongue, 
To every purpoſe ! O thou touch of hearts! | 
Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding _ that beaſts 
May have the world in mpg. 

Apem. Would *twere ſo ;--- | 
But not till I am dead —1II Gon thou haſt gold: : 

Thou wilt be throng'd to ſhortly. "$17 

Tim. Throng d to ? 

Apem. Ayr. 

Tim, Thy back, I pr'ythee, 

Apem. Live, and love thy miſery : 

Ti im. Long live ſo, and ſo die -I am quit, 

| [Exit APEMANTUS» 
More things like men Fat, Timon, and abhor them. 
Enter Thieves _ 

I Thief. Where ſhould he have this gold! It; in forge 
poor fragment, ſome ſlender ort of his remainder : The 
mere want of gold, and the falling-from of his friends, 
drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of treaſure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he cars 
not for't, he will ſupply us eaſily; If he covetouſly reſerve 
it, how ſhall's get it ? 

2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him, tis bid. 


I Thief, Is not this he ? 
Atl 
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All. Where? 
2 Thief. Tis his deerption. 
3 Thief. He; I know him. 
All. Save thee, Timon. 
Tim. Now, thieves ! 
All. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim. Both too; and women's ſons. | 
All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want. 
Tim. Your greateſt want is, you want much of meat. 
Why ſhould you want ? Behold, the earth hath roots; ; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings : 
The oaks bear maſt, the briers ſcarlet hips; 
The bounteous buswife, Nature, on each buſh 
Lays her full meſs before you. Want! why want? 
I Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, water, 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes, 
Tim. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds, and iſles 3 : 
You muſt eat men. Yet thanks I muſt you con, 
That you are thieves profeſt ; that yon work not 
In holier ſhapes : for there is boundleſs theft | 
In limited profeſſions. Raſcal thieves, | 
Here's gold: Go, fuck the ſubtile blood o' the grape, 


Till the high fever ſeeth your bloc to froth, 


And ſo ſcape hanging: truſt not the phyſician; 

His antidotes are poiſon, and he ſlays 8 

More than you rob: take wealth and lives cogether : 

Do villainy, do, ſince you profeſs to do't, : 

Like workmen : PI example you with thievery. 

The ſun's a thief, and with his great attraction 

Robs the vaſt ſea : the moon's an arrant thief, 

And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the ſun ; 

The ſea's a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves 

'The moon into falt tears; the earth's a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtolen 

From general excrement : each thing's a thief; 

The laws, your curb and whip, i in their rough power 

Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourſelves; away ; 

Rob one another. There's more gold: Cut throats 

All that you meet are thieves ; To Athens go,  _ 
3 ls, Break 


Break open ſhops; nothing can you ſteal, 
But thieves do loſe it: Steal not leſs, for this 
I give you; and gold confound you howſoever! _ 
Amen. | Exit, 
3 3 Thief. He has almoſt charm'd me from my EY, 
by perſuading me to it. 

1 Thief, Tis in the malice of mankind, that he FRE 
adviſes us; not to have us thrive in our myltery. 

2 Wie, I'II believe him as an enemy, and give over 

my trade. 

I Thief. Let us firſt ſee. aw in Athens ; There i is no 
time ſo miſerable, but a man may be true. { Exeunt. 
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The W, 885 and T1MoN' s Cave. Enter FLAvius. 


1 


O YOU gods! | 
Is yon deſpis'd and ruinous man my lord? 
Full of decay and failing? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly beſtow'd! 
What an alteration of honour has 
Deſperate want made 
What viler thing upon the earth, than . 
Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends! 
How rarely does it meet with this time's guiſe, 
When man was wiſh'd to love his enemies: 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that do ! 
He has caught me in his eye: I will preſent 
My honeſt grief unto him ; and, as my lord, 
Still ſerve him with my life. My deareſt maſter ! 
7  T1MON comes forward from bis Cave. 
Tim. Away! what art thou? | 
Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim, Why doſt aſk that ? I have forgot all men; 
Then, if thou grant*ſt thou art a man, I have 
* thee. 
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_  Flav. An honeſt poor ſervant of yours. 
Tim. Then I know thee not: 
I ne' er had honeſt man about me, I; all | 
I kept were knaves, to ſerve in meat to villains. 
Flav. The gods are witneſs, | 
Ne'er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 
Tim. What, doſt thou weep Come ncarer then I 
Becauſe thou art a woman, and diſclaim'ſt [love thee, 
Flinty mankind ; whoſe eyes do never give, 
But thorough luſt, and laughter. Pity's ſleeping : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with weeping? 
Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and, whilſt this poor wealth laſts, 
To entertain me as your ſteward ſtill. 
Tim, Had I a ſteward - 
So true, ſo juſt, and now ſo comfortable? 
It almoſt turns my dangerous nature wild, 
Let me behold thy face.—Surely, this man 
Was born of woman,— 
Forgive my general and exceptleſs raſhneſs, 
Perpetual-ſober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honeſt man, —miſtake me not, But one; 
No more, I pray, and he is a ſteward— 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem'ſt thyſelf: But all, fave thee, 
I fell with curſes. 
Methinks, thou art more honeſt now, than wiſe ; 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice : 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 
Upon their firſt lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muſt ever doubt, though ne er ſo ſure) 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 
If not a uſuring kindneſs ; and as rich men deal gift, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 
Flav. No, my moſt worthy maſter, in whats he eaſt 
Doubt and ſuſpeR, alas, are plac'd too late: 
You : thould 2 fear d falſe . when you did feaſt: 
2 Suſpect 
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Suſpect ſtill comes where an eſtate is leaſt, | 
That which I ſhew, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, | 
Care of your food and living: and, believe it, 
My moſt honour'd lord, | | 
For any benefit that points to me, 
Either in hope, or preſent, I'd exchange it 
For this one wiſh, That you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich yourſelf., | 
Tim. Look thee, tis ſo !---thou ſingly honeſt man, 
Here, take :---the gods out of my miſery — 
Have ſent thee treaſure. Go, live rich, and happy: 
But thus condition'd ; Thou ſhalt build from men; 
Hate all, curſe all: ſhew charity to none; 
But let the famiſh*d fleſh flide from the bone, 
E'er thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'ſt to men; let priſons ſwallow em, 
Debts wither 'em to nothing: Be men like blaſted woods, 
And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bloods? 
And fo, farewell, and thrive, 7 
Flav. O, let me ſtay, aud comfort you, my maſter. 
Tim. If thou hat'ſt curſes, 
Stay not; but fly, whilſt thou art bleſt and free: : 
Ne er ſee. thou man, and let me'ne'er ſee thee. | 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 
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SCENE 1H. 
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The ſame. Enter Poet and Painter. 


"od AsI took note of the' place, it cannot be far where 
He abides. 

Poet. What's to 1 thought of W ? Does the rumour 
hold for true, that he is ſo full of gold ? 

Pain, Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia and Ti- 
mandra had gold of him: he likewiſe enrich'd poor 
ſtraggling foldiers with great quantity: Tis ſaid, he gave 
nis ſteward a mighty ſum. 
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Poet. Then this Wy of his has been bay a try for 
his friends? 

Pain. Nothing elſe: you hall ſee him a lk in Athens 
again, and flouriſh with the higheſt. Therefore, tis not 
amiſs, we tender our loves to him, in this ſuppos'd diſtreſs 
of his: it will 'ſhew honeſlly in us; and is very likely to 
1 ad our purpoſes with what they trhvel for, if it be a jut 
and true report that goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to preſent unto him 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my viſitation: : only 4 
will promiſe him an excellent piece. 

Poet, I muſt ſerve him fo too; tell him of an intent 
that's comiag toward him. 

Pain. Good as the beſt. Promiſing is the very air o 
the time; it opens the eyes of expectation: performance 
is ever the duller for his act; and, but in the plainer and 
ſimpler kind of people, the deed of ſaying is quite out of 
ule. To promiſe is moſt courtly and faſhionable: per- 


formance is a kind of will, or teſtament, 'whieh argues a 


great ſickneſs in his judgment that makes it. 
| "Re-enter 'T1MON from his Cave, unſeen. 
Tim. Excellent warns. Thou canſt not —_ a man 
ſo bad as thyſelf. | 
Poet. I am thinkiogs what I wall fo 1 have gebe 
for him: It muſt be a perſonating of himſelf: a ſatire 


8 againſt the ſoftneſs of proſperity; with a diſcovery of the 


infinite flatteries, that follow youth and opulency. 

Tim, Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine own 
work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults f in other men? 
Do ſo, I have gold for the. 28. 5 

Poet. Nay, let's ſeek him: 

Then do we fin againſt our own eſtate, 


When we may profit meet, and come too "nes 


_ Paine Irve; 
When the day ſerves, before eee night, 
Find what thou want'ſt by free and offer'd light. 
Come. | 

Tim. I'll meet you at the turn. What a god's gold, 
That he is worſhipp'd i in a _ temple, 
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Than where ſwine feed 

'Tis thou that rigg ſt the bark, and plow'ſt the ſoar ; 
getfleſt admired reverence in a ſlave : 5 

| To thee be worſhip ! and thy ſaints for aye 

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 

Fit I meet them, 

Poet, Hail! worthy Timon. 

Pain, Our late noble maſter. | 

Tin, Have 1 once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men? 

Poet. Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty taſted, 

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 

Whoſe thankleſs natures—O abhorred ſpirits ! 

Not all the wore of heaven are large enough 
What ! to you | 

Whoſe ſtar-like nobleneſs gave life and * 

To their whole being! I am rapt, and cannot cover 

The monſtrous bulk of this ingratitude | 

With any ſize of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may ſee? t the better: 
You, that are honeſt, by being what you are, ; 
Make thera beſt ſeen, and known. 

Pain, He, and myſelf, | 
Have travell'd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 

And ſweetly felt it. $ 

Tin, Ay, you are honeſt men, 

Pain, We are hither come to offer you our ſervice. 

Tin. Moſt honeſt men ! Why, how ſhall I requite you? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. r 
Both, What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſervice. 

Tim, You are honeſt men ! You have heard that I 

have gold; | 
I am ſure, you have: ſpeak truth: you are e honeſt men. | 

Pain. So it is ſaid, my noble lord: but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I, | 

Tim. Good honeſt men: Thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 
Beſt in all Athens: thou art, indeed, the beſt ; | 

Thou countericit'ſt moſt lively. 
| F 2 | Pain. 
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Pain. So, ſo, my lord. | 
Tim. Even ſo, Sir, as I ſay —And, for 8 Bdion, 
; Te the Pot 
Why, thy verſe forells A ſtuff ſo fine and ſmooth,, | I 
That thou art even natural in thine artu——— , 
But, for all-this, my honeſt-natur'd friends, 
I muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault : 
_ Marry, tis not monſtrous in you; neither with. , 
You take much pains to mend. | 
_ Both. Beſeech your honour | 
To make it known to us. 
Tim. You'll take it ill. 
Bath. Moſt thankfully my lord. N 
Tim. Will you, indeed ? | 7 N 
1 Botb. Doubt it not, werthy lord. 5 
f Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but truſts a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. | 
Both. Do we, my lord ? — 
Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, ſee him differabley 
Know his grols patchery, love him, feed him, 
Keep in yeur boſom ; yet remain aſſur d., 5 
That he's a made-up villain. | | TT REF” 
Pain. I know none fuch, my lord. | 
Poet. Nor I. 
Tim. Look you, I Jaws: you wills I'll give you b geld, 
Rid me theſe villains from your companies.: 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a dranght, 
Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
Il give you gold enough, 
Both. Name them, my lord, let? s know them. 
Tim. You that way, and you this.--But two in ae : | 
Each man apart,---all fingle, and alone,--- | : 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company 
If, where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, 
| [To the Painter. 
Come not near n thou wouldſt not reſide 
[ To the Peet. 
But where one ie is, then him abandon— 
Hence! pack! there's gold, ye came ſor gold, ye ſlaves: 
i Lou 
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You have work for me, there is payment: Hake ! s 
You are an alchymiſt, make gold of that: 
ou raſcal dogs: | Exit, beating and driving them out. 


—_—. 
. * 


SCENE 117. wy” 
| Enter F LAVIUS, and 7200 Senor 


Flav. It is in vain that you would e with Timon; 8 
For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, 
That nothing, but himſelf, which. looks like 1 man, 

Is friendly with him. | 4 
x Sen. Ering us to his cave: - 
It is our part, and. promiſe to the A e 

To ſpeak with Timon. 
2 Sen. At all times alike | 
Men are not Kill the ſame : Twas time, and griefs, 
That fram'd him thus: time, with his fairer hand, © 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him: Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. | 
Flau. Here is his cave. . 
Peace and content be here! lord Thom Timon! 
Look out, and ſpeak to friends: The Athenians, 
By two of their moſt reverend ſenate, 0 thee: 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 
ü Enter 'T1MON., | 
Tim. Thou ſun, that comfort'ſt, burn-!—Speak, and be 
For each true word, a bliſter, and each falſe [hang'd }: 
Be as a cauterizing to the root o' the tongue, 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking ! 
I Sen, Worthy Timon. 
Tim. Of none but ſuch as you, and you of Timon. 
2 Sen. The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. I thank them; and would ſend them back the- 
Could. I but catch it for them. flplague, 
| F 2 | T Soi. 


— 
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1 Sen. ©, forget 
What we are ſorry for ourſclves in thee. 
The ſenators, with one conſent of love, 
Entreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On ſpecial dignities, which vacant lie 35 
For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confeſs, | 5 
Toward thee, forgetfulneſs too general, groſs: 
And now the public body, — which doth ſeldom 
Play the recanter, — feeling in itſelf 

A lack of Timon's aid, hath ſenſe withal 
Of its own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon ; 
And ſends forth us, to make their ſorrowed render, 

Together with a recompence more fruitful + 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even ſuch heaps and ſums of love and wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs,. 
And write in thee the figures of their love, | 
Ever to read them thine.” 
Tim. You witch me in it; 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears: 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And Pl beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators, 
1 Sen. Therefore, ſo pleafe thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 
The captainſhip, thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with abſolute power, and thy good name 
Liye with authority —ſo ſoon ſhall we drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; | 4 
Who, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up _ 2 | 
His country's peace. 7 | 

2 Sen. And ſhakes his threat'ning ſword 
Againſt the walls of Athens. 
1 Sen. Therefore, Timon, 


— 


Tim. Well, Sir, I will; therefore J will, Sir; Thus,. — 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, SON 
Let Alcibiades know this of I imon, | 

That Timon cares not. But if he ſack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 

. 5 Giving 


1 
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Giving our holy virgins to the ſtain *' 

Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain' d war; 

Then let him know,—and, tell him, Timon ſpeaks i ity 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

cannot chooſe but tell him, that f care not, | 
And let him take't at worſt ; ſor their knives care not, 
While you have throats to anſwer = for mylelf, 

There's not a whittle in the unruly camp, 

But I do prize it at my love, before | 

The reverend'ſt throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the proſperous the 

As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim, Why, 1 was writing of my "EY 
It will be ſeen to-morrow ; My long ſickneſs 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend, | 
Ard nothing brings me all things. Go, 15 ſtill; 

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 
And laſt fo long enough. r 

1 Sen. We ſpeak in vain. 

Tim. But yet love my country; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen. That's well ſpoke, 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen. 

T Sen. Theſe words become your lips as they paſs 

e them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them; 

And tell them, that, to eaſe them of their griefs, 

Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, loſſes, 

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 

That nature's fragil veſſel doth ſuſtain 

In life's uncertain voyage, I will ſome kindneſs do them; 
FI teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath, 

2 Sea. I like this well, he will returi again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my cloſe, 

That mine own ule invites me to cut down, 


And 
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And ſhortly muſt 1 fell it; Tell my friends ©» 
Tell Athens, in the were of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoſo pleaſe. 
To ſtop affliction, let him take his haſte, 

Come hither, e er my tree hath felt the axe, 

And hang himſelf: I pray you, do my greeting. 
Flav, Trouble him no further, thus you ſtill ſhall find 
Tim. Come not to me again: but ſay to Athens, (him. 
Timon hath made his everlaſting manſion 
Upon the breached verge of the falt flood, 

Which once a day with his emboſſed froth 

The turbulent ſurge ſhall cover; thither come, 

And let my grave-ſtone be your oracle.— 

Lips, let ſour words go by, and language end: 

What is amiſs, plague and infection mend 
Graves only be men's works; and death, their gain! 

Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. 

[Exit TIN. 

I Sen. His e are unremovably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead: let us return, 

And ſtrain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril. | 

I Sen. It bag ants ſwift foot. | [ Excunts 


— 
— 


SCENE IF... 


The Walls. of Athens. Enter tev0. other Senators, with a 
Meſſenger. | : 


I Sen. Thou-haſt inen We, d; are hs fles- 
As ſull as thy report.? 
Mef. I have ſpoke the leaſt : 
Ecſides, his expedition promiſes 
» Preſent approach. 
2 Sen. We Hand. much ba, if they bing not Timon. 
Meſs 


— 


* \ . 
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i Mef. 1 met a courier, one mine ancient friend: _ 

Who, though in general part we were oppos'd, : 

Vet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us ſpeak like friends; —this man was nan 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, | 
With letters of i intreaty, w which imported 
His fellowſhip i' the cauſe againſt your city, 
In 8 5 for his ſake mov d. 
Enter the other Senators... 

1 Sen. Here come our brothers. 1 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect. 
The enemies's drums is heard, and fearful ſcouring 
Doth choke the air with duſt: In, and prepare; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the ſnare. [ Exthy, 


" Le 


, SCENET. 


* Changes to the Woods, Enter a Soldier, ſeeking Tio N. 


Sol. By all deſcription, this ſhould be the place, 
Who's here? ſpeak, ho !---No anſwer ? What is this? 
Timon is dead, who hath outſtretch'd his ſpan : 
Some beaſt read this; there does not live a man. 
Dead, ſure ; and this his grave. What's on this tomb 2 
J cannot read; the character I'll take with wax; 
Our captain hath in every figure {kill ; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in Abs - 
Before proud Athens he's ſet down by this, 
Whofe fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exita 


. 
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SCENE VL. 


”—_ 


— 


Pies * th of Aale. Ne ne Enter Al. 
BIAD ES, with his Powers, | | | 


Alc. Sound to this cont and laſcivious town 
Our terrible approach, 

[Sound a Parley, The Senators aßbear upon the W alle, ; 
Till now you have gone on, and filPd the tine 
With all licentious meaſure, making your wills 
The ſcope of juſtice; till now, myſelf, and ſuch - 
As flept within the ſhadow of your power, 

Have wander'd with our traverſt arms, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly: Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer ſtrong, 
Cries, of itſelf, No more: now. breathleſs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs cf eaſe ; 7 
And purſy inſolence ſhall break his wind, 
With fear and horrid flight, 
I Sen. Noble and. young. 
When thy firſt griefs were but a mere conceit, . 
E'er thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear, 
We ſent to thee; to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our  ingratitudes with loves 
Above their quantity. i | 
2 Sen, So did we woo © . „ 
Transformed Timon to our city's love, 
By humble meſſage, and by promis d means; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of war. 
I Sen. Theſe walls of ours | 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv*d your griefs: nor are they ſach, 
That theſe great towers, trophies, and ale ſhould fall 
For private faults in them. 
2 Sen, Nor are they living, 
Who were the motives that you firſt went out ; 
EE Shame, 


— 
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Shame, that they wanted cunning in exceſs 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 
Into our city with thy banners ſpread: 
By decimation, and a tithed death 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 


- 


Which nature leaths), take thou the deſtin'd tenth; 


And by the hazard of the ſpotted ww 
Let die the ſpotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended ; | 
For thoſe that were, it is not n to take, 
On thoſe that are, revenges; crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage: 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thoſe kin, 
Which in the bluſter oſ thy wrath, muſt fall 
With thoſe that have offended : like a ſhepherd, - 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not altogether. 1 

2 Sen. What thou wilt, 


Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 


Than hew to't with thy ſword. 

I Sen. Set but thy foot 

| Againſt our rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope; 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, | 

To ſay, thou'lt enter frieudly, 

2 Sen. Ihrow thy glove, 

Or any token of thine honour elſe, | 


That thou wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, —- 


And not as our confuſion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have ſcal'd thy full deſire. 

Alc. Then there's my glove; 
Deſcend, and open your uncharged ports: 
Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
"Whom you yourſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more: and, —to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds, 


N 


* 
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But ſhall be remedy'd by your pos: laws” 
At heavieſt anſwer. 

Beth. Tis moſt nobly fpcken. 

Alc, Deſcend and keep your words. 

Enter a Soldier. 

Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o the ſea: 
And, on his grave-ſtone, this inſculpture; which 
With wax I brought away, whoſe ſoft impreſſion 


| NY for my poor nne % 


LArciniaprs reads the Epitaph.) 


Here lies a wretched corſe, of wretched ſoul bereft : 
Seek not my name: A plague confume you wicked caitif left 7 


Here lie 7 Timon ; ; zobo, alive, all liuing men tid hate : 


Paſs by, and curſe thy fill; but paſe, and 22 not Here thy galt. 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy later foirits.: . 
Though thou abhor' dſt in us our human griefs, 


Scorn'dſt our brains flow, and thoſe our droplets which 


From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit ; 
Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave. On: Faults forgiven.— Dead 


. Is noble Timon; of whoſe memory 


Hereafter more.---Bring me into your city, 
And I will uſe the olive with my ſword: _ : 
Make war breed peace; make peace ſtint war; ; make each 
Preſcribe-to other, as each other s leach.— 
Let our drums e | . [Axcunt. 


* 
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| Dramatis Perſonae. | 


MEN. 
Prian, 
Hector, 
Troilus, 
Paris, | 
De ipbobus „ 
 Helenus, 
LEneas, 1 
Pandarus, : 
Calchas, _ | 
Antenor, 
Margarelon, a | Paſtard Son of Prien 
Agamemnon, 
Achilles, 
Aus, 
Menelaus, ; | I „ 
Unser, TEM Greeks: / 
Neſtor, . 
Diomedes, | 
Patroclus, | 4 | | 5 
Thber/ites, og 


> Trojans. 


— 


WOMEN. 


Helen, Wife to Menelaus. 
Andromache, Wife to Hector. 
Caſſandra, daughter to Priam, a Propheteſs, 
Cre/jida, daughter to Calchas. | 


Alexander, Creſſida's Servant. ; > 
Boy, Page to Troilus. 

Servant to Diomed. | 

- Trojan and Greek PEG with other Attendants 


Stene, Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 


2 
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'D ROILUS | AND CRESSIDA. 


A0 2 . "on 


Troy. Paiau's Palace. Enter PANDARUS, ard TROIZEUs, 


Troilus, | 

Carr here my varlet; I'll ugarm again: 
Why ſhould I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find ſuch cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan, that is maſter of his heart, 
Let him to field; Troilus, alas! hath none, 

Pan, Will this gear ne' er be mended ? | 

Tro. The Greeks are ſtrong, and ſkilful to their ſtrength, 
Fierce to their ſkill, and to their fierceneſs n ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than fleep, fonder than ignorance ; 
| Leſs valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And ſkill-lefs as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: for my 
part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He, that will 

| have a cake out of the wheat, muſt tarry the grinding. 

Troi. Have I not tarry'd? 

Pan. Ay the grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. 

Trei. Have I not tarry'd. | 

Pan, Ay, the boulting ; ; but you muſt tarry the le- 
vening. 5 

Troi. Still hove I tarry'd, . 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here's yet in the word 
hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, the 
heating of the oven, and the baking; nay, you muſt ſtay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips. 

Troi. Patience herfelf, what goddeſs e er ſhe be, 
Doth lefſ:r blench at ſufferance than I do. 4 

„ WM | At 
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At priam' s royal table de I ſit; / 

And when fair Creſſid comes into my thoughts,— 

So, traitor when ſhe comes!—Whence is ſhe thence ? 
Pan. Well, ſhe look'd yeſter-night fairer than ever I faw 

Her look; or any woman elſe. 
Troi. | was about to tell thee,—When my heart, 

As wedged with a ſigh, would rive in twain ; 

Leſt Hector or my father ſhould perceive me, 

1 have (as when the ſun doth light a ſtorm) 

Bury'd this ſigh in Wringle of a ſmile. 

But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſs, 

Is like that mirth fate turns to ſudden ſadneſs. | | 
Pan, An her hair were not ſomewhat darker than He- 

en's (well, go to), there were no more compariſon be- 

tween the women,—But, for my part, fhe is my kinſwo- 

man; I would not, as they term it, praiſe her,—But I 

| would ſomebody had heard her talk yeſterday, as I did. F 

will not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandra's wit: but 
Tri. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus,— 

When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie drown'd, 

Reply not in how many fathoms deep FIT I 

They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, 1 am mad 

In Creſſid's love: Thou anſwer'ſt, She is fair: 

Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart. 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait? her voice 

Handleſt in thy diſcourſe : ——O that her hand : 

In whoſe compariſon all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach; to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 

The cygnet's down is harſh, and ſpitfit of ſenſe 

Hard as the palm of ploughmun! This thou tell'ſt me, 

As true thou tell'ſt me, when I] ſay—I love her; 

But ſaying thus, inſſead of oil and balm, 

Thou lay'ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 

The knife that made it. | 
Han. 1 ſpeak no more than truth. 
Troi. "Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much, | 
Pan. Faith, 'I'l not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe is: 

i ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; an ſhe be __ ſhe 

has the mepds in ker own hands, | 
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Troi. Good Pandarus! How now, Pandarus ? 
Pan. I have had my labour for my travel; ill- thought 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you: gone between and 
between, but ſmall thanks for my labour. 
Troi. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with mie? 
Pan. Becauſe ſhe is kin to me, therefore ſhe's not fo 
fair as Helen: an ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would be 
as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what care 
1? I care not, an ſhe were a nn) *tis all one 
to me. | 
Troi. Say I, ſhe is not fair? | 
Pan, I do not care whether you do or no. She's 2 fool 
to ſtay behind her father; let her to the Greeks ; and ſo 
Pl tell her, the next time I ſee her: for my part, PH | 
meddle nor make no more in the matter. 
Troi. Pandarus, 
Pan. Not I, 
Troi. Sweet Pandarus,--- 
Pan. Pray you, ſpeak no more to me; I will leave all 
as I found it, and there an end. | [Extt. PANDARUS-» 
| h [ Sound Alarum, 
Toi Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude 
ſounds! 
Fools on both ſides? Helen a needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument 
It is too ſtarv'd a ſubject for my ſword. 
But Pandarus—O gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Creſſid, but by Pandar ; 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woo, 
As ſhe is ſtubborn- chaſte againſt all ſuit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 
What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 
Her bed is India; there ſhe lies, a pearl: 
Between our Ilium, and where ſhe reſides, 
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourſelf, the merchant ; and this ſailing Pandar, 
Our n hope, our convoy, and our bark. | 
683 . l-Alarum. 
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| LAlarum. ] Enter ANEAS. 8 
Ane. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore not afield? 
Toi. Becauſe not there; This woman's anſwer ſorts, | 
For womanifſff i it is. to be from thence, 
What news, ZEneas, from the field to-day ? 
Ane. That Paris is returned home, on hurt. 
Troi. By whom, ZEneas ? 
Ane Troilus, by Menelaus: 

Toi. Let Paris bleed: *tis but a ſcar to Wenz I | 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. [ larow. | 
Ze. Hark! what good ſport is out of town to-day | 

Troi. Better at home, if 2vould 7 wight, were may— 
But, to the ſport abroad ;—Are you bound _—_ ? 
Ane. In all ſwift haſte. | ; 

Troi. Come, go we then together. þ lian. 4 


1 4 


- 


SCENE II. 
A OE Enter CakssiD A, and ALEXANDER ber Servant. | 


Who were thoſe went by? 

3 Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cre. And whither go they? 

Serv. Up to the eaſtern tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the vale, 
To ſee the battle. Hector, whoſe patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix' d, to-day was moy'ds _ 
He chid Andromache, and ſtruck his armourer; 
And, like as there were huſbandry in war, 
Before the ſun roſe, he was harneſs d light, 
And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, 1 what i it Sopot 
In HeRor's wrath. | 

Cre, What was his cauſe of FI 

Serv. The noiſe goes, this: There i 1s among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 
They call him Ajax. 

Cre. Good; And what of kim ? 


Ser v. 
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Serv. They ſay be is a very man per ſe, | 
And ſtands alone. 
Cre. So do all men; unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or 
have no legs. 
Serv. This man, ws hath robb'd many beaſts of their 
particular additions; he is as valiant as the lion, churliſh 
as the bear, flow as the elephant: a man into whom na- 
ture hath ſo crowded humours, that his valour is cruſhed 
into folly, his folly ſauced with diſcretion : there is no 
man hath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpſe of ; nor any - 
man an attaint, but he carries fome ſtain of it: he is me- 
lanchely without cauſe, and merry againſt the hair: He 
hath the joints of every thing ; but every thing ſo out of 
joint, that he i is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no uſe; 
or purblind Argus, all eyes and no fight. | 
Cre. But how ſhould this man, that makes me ſraile, 
make Hector angry ?. 
Serv. They ſay, he yeſterday cop'd Hector in the battle, 
and ſtruck him down; the diſdain and ſhame whereof 
hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and waking. : 
&- Enter PANDARUS, | DE 
Cre. Who comes here ? | | 
Serv. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 
Cre. Hector's a gallant man. 
Serv. As may be in the world, lady. 
Dan. What's that? what's that? 
Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. | 
Pan. Good morrow, couſin Creſſid: What do you talk 
of ?—Good morrow, Alexander, How do you , foulin ? 
When were you at Ilium? | 
Cre. This morning, uncle. | 
Pan. What were you ng of, when I came ? 
Was Hector arm'd, and gone, e*er ye came to lum? 
Helen was not up, was ſhe? 
Cre. Hector was gone; but Helen was not up. 
Pan. E'en fo; Hector was ſtirring early. 
Cre: That were we talking of, and of his hg 
Pan. Was he angry? 
Gre, So he ſays here. 
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Pan. True he was fo ; I know the cauſe too; he'll lay 
about him to-day, I can tell them that: and there's Troi- 
lus will not come far behind him; let them take heed of 
Troilus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cre. What, is he angry too ?. 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Treilus i is the better man of the | 

Cre. O, Jupiter! there's no compariſon. [two. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do your! 
know a man, if you ſee him ? 

Cre. Ay; if I ever ſaw him before, and knew 3 

Pan. Well, I ſay, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cre. Then you ſay as I lay; 3 for, 1 am ſure, he is not 
Hector. | 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in ſome degrees. 

Cre. *Tis juſt to each of them ; he is himſelf, . 

Pan. Himſelf? Alas, poor 2 I would, he Were, — 

Cre. So he is. 

Pan. Condition, I had gone bare -foot to India. 

Cre. He is not Hector. . 

Pan. Himſelf ? no, he's not himſelf. would 3 were 


| himſelf! Well, the gods are above; Time muſt friend, | 


or end: Well, Troilus, well,---I would, my heart were 
in her body No, Hector is not a better man wm_ 
Troilus. i 

Cre. Excuſe me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan, The other's not come te't; you ſhall tell me ano- 
ther tale, when the other's come to't. Hector ſhall not 
have his wit this year. 

Cre. He ſhall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Fre. Twould not become him; TRE owns better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece :. Helen, herſelf 
ſwore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour (for 
ſo *tis, I muſt confeſs),---Not brown neither. 

Cre. No, but brown.. 7 

Pan, 
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Pan. Faith, to ſay truth, brown and not brown, 

Cre. To ſay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why, Paris hath colour en 

Pan. So he has. Es x 

Cre. Then, Troilus ſhould have too 3 if ſhe praiz'd 
him above, his complexion is higher than his; he having 
colour enough, and the other higher, istoo flaming a praiſe 
for a good complexion. I had as lieve, Helen's golden 
tongue had commended Troilus for a copper noſe. 

Pan, I ſwear to you, I think, Helen loves him better 
than Paris, 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am ſure ſhe does. She came to him the 
other day into the compaſs'd window, -and, you know, 
he has not paſt three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cre. Indeed, a tapſter's arithmetic may ſoon bring his 
particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will he, within 
three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector. 

2 Is he ſo young a man, and ſo old a lifter? 

an, Byt to prove to you that Helen loves him ;---ſhe 
cans pes puts me her white hand to his cloven RAG: 
Cre. Juno have mercy !-—-How came it cloven . 
Pan. Why, you know, tis dimpled; | think, his ſmiling _ 
becomes him better than any man in all n 
Cre. O, he ſmiles valiantly. N 

Pan. Does he not? 

Cre. O, yes; an *twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan, Why, go to them: But, to prove to "_ that 
Helen loves 1 roilus, 

Cre. Troilus will ſtand to the proof, if you'll prove 
it ſo. 

Pan. Troilus? why, he eſteems her no more 3 
eſteem an addle egg. 

Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as you love an 
idle head, you would eat chickens i' the ſheil. 

Pan. lcannot chooſe but laugh, to think how ſhe tickled 
his chin;—Indeed, ſhe has a marvellous white hand, I 
malt needs confeſs, 


Cre. 


% 
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Cre. Without the rack. | 
Pan, And ſhe takes mn her to ſpy a white hair on his 
chin. | 
Cre. Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer, 
Pan. But, there was ſuch laughing Queen Hecuba 
laigh'd, that her eyes ran o'er. 
Cre. With mill-Rones. | 
Pan. And Caſſandra laugh'd. 
Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the Pa 
ef her eyes; Did her eyes run o'er too? 
Pan. And Hector laugh'd. 
Cre. At what was all this laughing? 5 
Per. Marry, at the white hair that Helen ſpied on 
Troilus' chincts<: 5: 
Cre. An't had been a green hair, T mond have laughd 
to. 
an. They laugh'd not ſo much at the hair, as at his 
Bae anfrer. | 7 
Cre. What was his anſwer ? 
Pan. Quoth ſhe, Here's but anc-and-fifty hairs on your 1 8 ; 
and one of them is white. 
Cre. This 1s her queſtion. | 
Pan. That's true; make no queſtion of chat. One and. 
Fifty hairs, quoth he, and one ⁊ubite: That white hair is my 
father, and all the r ff are bis ſons. Jupiter ! quoth ſhe, 
evhich of theſe hairs is Paris, my buſband? The forked one, 
quoth he; pluck it out, and give it him. But, there was 
fuch hiking and Helen ſo bluſh'd, and Paris ſo chaf'd, 
and all the reſt ſo laugh'd, that it paſs'd. x 
Cre. So let it now; for it has been a great while going 
by. _— i a 
Pan. Well, couſin, I told you a thing yeſterday; think 
on't. 
Cre. Sol do, 
Pan. I'll be ſworn, tis true; ; he will weep you, an 
*twere a man born in April. q Hoon a Retreat. 
Cre. And [I'll ſpring up in his tears, an 'twere a nettle 


againſt May. 


A l. - TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 83 


Pan, Hark, they are coming from the field: Shall wo 
ſtand up here, and ſee them, as they paſs toward * 
good niece, do; ſweet niece Creda, 

Cre. At your pleaſure, | 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent ns here we 
may ſee moſt bravely : I'll tell you them all by their 
names, as they paſs by; but mark Troilus above the reſt. 
: ZENEAS paſſes over the —_ 25 

i Speak not ſo loud. 

Pan. That's Zneas; Is not that a be man? he 8 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you; But mark 
Troilus; you ſhall ſee anon. | 

Cre, Who' s that? 

ANT ENOR paſſes over. 
Pan. That's Antenor; he has a ſhrewd wit, I can tell 
you ; upd he's a man good enough : he's one o' the 
foundeſt judgment in Troy, whoſoever ; and a proper 
man of perſon :--=When comes Troilus I' ſhew you 
Troilus anon ; 15 he ſee me, you ſhall foe him ned at 
me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You ſhall ſee. 5 

Cre. If he do, the rich ſhall have more. 

_ HEcToR paſſes over 

Pan. That's Hector; that, that, 11 you, that; There's 
a fellow !---Go thy way, Hector; There's a brave man, 
nĩece. -O brave Hector I Look, how he looks there's s 
a countenance : Is't not a brave man? 

Cre. O, a brave man ! 

Pan. Is a' not? It does a man's heart good. Look you, 
what hacks are on his helmet ? look you yonder, do you 
ſee? look you there! There's no jeſting; laying on; take't 
off who will, as they ſay: there be hacks: 

Cre. Be thoſe with ſwords? _ - 

Pais paſſes over. 

- Pan, Swords? any thing, he cares not: an the devil 
come to him, it's all one: By god's lid, it does one's 
heart good :---Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: 
ous ye yonder, niece ; ; Is't not a gallant man too, is't 
not? 


} 


Cre. There is among the n Achilles; a better 


Y 


* 
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not Why, this is brave now. -Who ſaid, he came 


home hurt to-day? he's not hurt: why, this will do 


Helen's heart good now. Ha! would I could tee Troi- 
Tus now !---you ſhall ſee Troilus anon. | 


ge Who's that? 
HFxkxNus paſſes over. 

| "BY That's Helenus, -I marvel, where Troilus is: 
That, s Helenus ;---I think he went not forth to-day; 
That? s Helenus. 2 . 

Cre, Can Helenus fight, 4 45 

Pan. Helenus? no; yes, he'll fight indifferent well: 
—T marvel, where Troilus is — Hark! do you not hear 
the people cry, Troilus ? Helenus is a prieſt. 

Cre. What ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? / £ 

CY I Eo Txo1LUs paſſes or. | 

. Where? vonder ? that's Deiphobus: 'Tis Troilus! 
there's a man, niece lem Brave Troilus! the 
* of chivalry ! | 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, peace ! | 

Pan. Mark him ; note him ;---O 50 Troilus! 
look well upon 2 niece; look you, how his ſword is 


. © bloody'd, and his helm more hack d than Hector's; And 


how he looks, and how he goes !---O admirable youth! 
he ne'er ſaw three-and-twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, 
go thy way; had Ia ſiſter were a grace, or a daughter 


a goddeſs, he ſhould take his choice. O admirable man ! 


Paris ?---Paris is dirt to him; and, I warrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. 
Enter Soldiers, 5 Co 

Cre. Here come more. 

Pan. Aſſes, fools, dolts! chaff and "0 chaff and bens ; 
porridge after meat: I could live and die i” the eyes of | 
Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look; the eagles are gone! 
crov/s and daws, crows and daws! I had rather be ſuch a 
man as Troilus, than Agamemnon and all Greece. | 


LEY 


man than 'I'roilus. 
Pan. Achilles? a dray-man, a Porters a very camel, 


Tre. ar well. : | 
Pam 
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Pan. Well, well !---Why, have you any diſcretion? 
have you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not 
birth, beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learning, 
gentleneſs, virtue, youth, liberality, and ſuch .like, the 
ſpice and ſalt that ſeaſon a man? 
Cre. Ay, a minc'd man: and then to be bak' d with ne 
date in the pye,---for then the man's date is out. 
Pan. You are ſuch a woman ! one knows not at what 
ward you lie, | 
Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecrecy, to defend 
mine honeſty; my maſk, to defend my beauty; and you, 
to defend all theſe: and at all theſe wards I he, at a 
thouſand watches. 3 
Pan. Say one of your watches. | 
Cre, Nay, I'll watch you for that; and that s one of 
the chiefeſt of them too: if I cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, 1 can watch you for telling how I took the 
blow; unleſs it ſwell paſt Oy and then it is is paſt a 
Ing. 
Pan. Vou are ſuch another? ! 
Enter TroiLvs' Boy. 
Toy. Sir, my lord would en ſpeak with you. 
Pan, Where ? l 
Boy. At your own bete there he unarnis him, - 
Pan. Good boy, tell vim I come | Exit Boy]: I doubt 
he be hurt.---Fare ye well, good niece. 
Cre. Adieu, uncle. | 
Pan, I'll be with you, niece, by: and a by. 
Cre. To bring, uncle, 
Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. | 
Cre. a the ſame at ace are a bad 
| [ Exit PANDARUS; 
Words, vows, ITS tears, and love's full {acrifice, 
He offers in another's enterprize: 7 
But more in 'Troilus thouſand fold I fee _ 
'Than in the glaſs of Pandar? s praiſe may be; | 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing ; 3 1 2h 
Things won are done, joy's foul lies in the doing 
Vor. VII. 1 That 


' 
| 8 , . r 
= 7 _ 
— — re whine Des ries. + PIT 5 kc 
— — — 


That ſhe was never yet, that ever knew 


Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appear. [ Exeuus 
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That ſhe belov'd knows nought, that knows not this,--= 
Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is ; 


Love got ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue : 
Therefore this maxim out of love 1 teach, 
Achievement is, command ; ungain'd, beſeech : 

Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear, 


ScENE III. 


The Grecian Camp. Trumpets. Euter AGAMEMNON, 
s ULrssks, MENELAus, with others, _ 


Aga. 8 
What grief hath ſet tlie TRAD on your checks ? 
The ample propoſition, that hope makes 
In all deſigns begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promis'd largeneſe: checks and diſaſters 


Grow in the veins of actions higheſt rear d; 


As knots, by the conflux of meeting ſa , 
Infect the ſound pine, and divert his grain Fig © it 
Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo far, 

That, after ſeven year's ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand; 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 3 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 5 
Bias and thwart, not anſwering the aim, ER” 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave't ſurmiſed ſhape. Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abaſh'd behold our works; 

And think them, ſhames, which are, indeed, 0 elſe 
But the protracting trials of great Jove, 995 


To find perſiſti ve, conſtaney in men? 


The fineneſs of which metal is not found | | - 
In fortune's love: for then, the bold and coward, ., 
fs c „„ 
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The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, | 
The hard and ſoft, ſeem all affin'd and kin: 
ut, in the wind and tempeſt of her frown, 
Diſtinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath maſs, or matter, by itſelf 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 
Neft. With due obiervance of thy godlike ſeat, 

Great Agamemnon, Neftor ſhall apply 
Thy lateſt words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The ſea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble boats dare fail 
Upon her patient breaſt, making their way 
With thoſe of nobler bulk? | 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold | 
The frong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Buunding between the two moi elements, 
Like Perſeus horſe: Where's then the ſaucy boat, 
Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatneſs ? either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toaſt for Neptune. Even ſo 
Doth valour's ſnew, and valour's worth, divide | 
In ſtorms of fortune: For, in her ray and brightneſs, - 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize, 
Than by the tyger: but when ſplitting winds 
Make flexible the knees of knoted oaks, 
And flies flee under ſhade, Why, then, the thing of courage, 
- As rouz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in ſelf-ſame key, 

Returns to chiding fortune. 
| Uly/. Agamemnon,— 
Thou great commander, nerve _ bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, ſoul and only ſpirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be ſhut up,—hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks. 
Beſides the applauſe and approbation 
The which,—moſt mighty for thy place and ſway. 
1 [ To AGAMEMNON. 


H2 | And 
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And thou molt reverend for thy ſtretcht-out life,— 
[To Nxs ron. 
J give to both your Weethes e were ſuch, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in braſs; and ſuch again, 
As venerable Neſtor, hatch' . 
Should with a bond of air (ſtrong as the axle-tree 
On which heaven rides) knit all the Greekiſh ears 
To his experienc'd tongue,---yet let it pleaſe both, 
Thou great,---and wiſe,---to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak. 

Aga. Speak, nee of Ithaca; and be't of leſs expect 

That matter needleſs, of importleſs burden, 
Divide thy lips; than we are confident, 
When rank Therſites opes his maſtiff j Jaws, 

We ſhall hear muſic, wit, and oracle. 

Cu,. Troy, yet upon her baſis, had been down, 
And the great Hector's ſword had lack'd a maſter, 
Eut for theſe inſtances. _ 

The ſpecialty of rule hath been neglected; 3 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do ſtand 

Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers ſhall all repair, 

What honey is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
The unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the maſk. 

The heavens themſelves, the planets, and this centre,, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, | 
Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 

Office, and cuſtom, in all line of order: 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron'd and ſpher'd 

| Amidſt the other; whoſe med'cinable eye 
Correcks the ill alpects of planets evil, 

And poſts, like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad: But, when the Rt 
In evil mixture, to diſorder wander, f : 
What plagues, and what portents? what mutiny ? 


What raging or 8 ſea? ſhaking of earth? 
OT . Commotion 


f 
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c Commotion in the winds? frights, gpu — | 

Divert and crack, rend' and deracinate | 
The unity and married calm of ſtates 
Quite from their fixure ? O when degree is ſhak'd, 
Which is the ladder to all high deſigns, 
The enterprize is ſick ! How could communities, 
Degrees in ſchools, and brotherhoods in eities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable ſhores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth, 
Prerogative of age, crowns, ſceptres, laurels, 
But by degree, Rand in authentic place? 
Take but degree away, untune that ſtring, 
And, hark, what diſcord follows ! each thing meets 
In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 
Should lift their boſoms higher than the ſhores, 
And make a ſop of all this ſolid globe: | 
Strength ſhould be lord of imbecillity, tog 
And the rude ſon ſhould ftrike his father dead: 2 
Force ſhould be right; or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whoſe endleſs jar juſtice reſides) | 
Should loſe their names, and ſo ſhould juſtice too. 
Then every thing includes itſelf in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite ; 
And appetite, an univerſal wolf, 
So doubly ſeconded with will and power, 
Muſt make perforce an univerſal prey 
And, laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamemnon, ö 
This chaos, when degree is-ſuffocate, 
Follows the choking. : 
And this neglection of degree it is, | | 
'Fhat by a pace goes backward, with a angie 
It hath to climb: the general's diſdainꝰd 
By him one ſtep below ; he, by the next ; 
That next, by him beneath: ſo every ſtep, 
Exampled by the firſt pace that is ſick 
Of his ſuperior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodleſs emulation: 
And *tis this fever that keeps Troy on ſoot, | 
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Aud with a palſy-fumbling on his gorget, 
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Not her own ſinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our weakneſs ſtands, not in her ſtrength. 
| Neft. Moſt wiſely hath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 
'The fever whereof all our power is ſick. | 
Aga. The nature of the lickneſs found, 8 
What is the remedy ? 
Uly/. The great Achilles, — hom 18 crowns: 
The ſinew and the forehand of our hoſt,. 


Having his ear full of his airy fame, 


Grows dainty, of his worth, and in his tent 


Lies mocking our deſigns : With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 225 
Breaks ſcurril jeſts; . . 
And with ridiculous and aukward action 

(Which, flanderer, he imitation calls) 

He pageants us. Sometime, great . 
Thy topleſs deputation he puts on; 

And, like a ftrutring player,— —whoſe conceit” 

Lies in his ham-ſtring, and doth think it rich 

To hear the wooden dialogue and ſound 

*T'wixt his ftretch'd faoting and the ſcaffoldage,— 

Such to-be-pitied and o'er reſted ſeeming 

He acts thy greatneſs in: and when he ſpeaks, 

*Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unſquar'd,, 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon drop'd,, 
Would ſeem hyperboles. At this ſuſty ſtuff, 

The large Achilles, on his preſs'd bed lolling, 
From his deep cheſt laughs out a loud applauſe; 
Cries Excellent — ii Agamemnon juft, 
Nou play me Neftor ; Bem, and ſtroke thy beard., 
As be, being dreſt to ſome oration. 

That's done ;,— as near as the extremeit ends. 

Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet good Achilles ſtill cries, Excellent / 

*Tis Neflor right ! Now. play bim me, Patroclus ;—- 
Arming to anſwer. in a nigbi alarm. 

And then, forſooth, the faint defects of age | 

Muſt be the ſcene of mirth ; to cough, and ſpit, 
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Shake in and out the rivet: and at this ſport, 
Sir Valour dies; cries, O /—enough, Patroclus ;— 
Or give me ribs of fleel ! I ſhall ſplit all 
In pleaſure of my ſpleen, And in this faſhion, 

All our abilities, gifts, naturcs, ſhapes. 

Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 

Excitements to the field, or Tpeech for truce, 

Succeſs, or lofs, what is, or is not, ſerves 

As ſtuff for theſe two to make paradoxes. 

Ne. And in the imitation of theſe twain 
(Whom, as Ulyſſes ſays, opinion crowns 3 
With an imperial voice) many are infect. 

Ajax is grown ſelf-will'd ; and bears his head 

In ſuch a rein, in full as vroud a place 

As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feaſts ; rails on our tate of war, 
Bold as an oracle: and ſets Therſites 

(A flave, whoſe gall coins ſlanders like a mint) 

To match us in compariſons with dirt; 

To weaken and diſcredit our expobure, 

| How rank ſoever rounded in with danger. 

Uly/. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Count wiſdom as no member of the war; 

Foreſtall preſcience, and eſteem no act 
But that of hand: the ſtill and mental parts, 
That do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike, | 
When fitneſs calls them on; and know, by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toil, the enemies's weight, 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity z * 
They call this---bed-work, mappery, cloſet-war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the engine; 
Or thoſe, that with the fineneſs of their fouls 
By reaſon guide his eexcution. 

Neft. Let this be granted, and Achilles's 1 
Makes many Thetis' ſons. _ [ Trumpets ſound, 

Io Aga. 
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. What trumpet ? look Menelaus, 
Men. From Troy: | 
Enter AiNEAs., 

Ape. What would you *fore our tent ? 

Ane. Is this great Agamemnon' 8 ys I pray ok ? 

Aga, Even this. 

Ene. May one, that is a herald, OY a prince, 

Do a fair meſſage to his kingly ears? 

Aga. With ſurety ſtronger than Achilles' arm 
*Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head, and general. 

ne. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mores ? 

Aga. How ? | 

Ene. 1 alk, that I might weaken reverence, 

And bid the theek be ready with a bluſh | 

Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 

The youthful Phœbus: 

Which is that god in office, guiding men ? 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? | 

£ga. This Trojan ſcorns us; or the men of Troy 

Are ceremonious courtiers, 

Ane. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd, 

As bending angels; that's their fame in peace : 

But when they would ſeem ſoldiers, they have galls, 

Good arms, ſtrong joints, true Twords ; and Jove's accord, 

Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, ZEneas, 

Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! 

The worthinels of praiſe diſtains his worth, 

If that the prais'd himſelf bring the praiſe forth : 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blows; that praiſe, ſole pure, wanſcendh. 
Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourſelf ZEneas? 
LEne. Ay, Greek, that is my name. | 
Aga. What's your affair, I pray you ? 
ic. Sir, pardon ; *tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

2 He hears nought privately, that comes from Troy. 
I nc. 
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ne. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper bim: : 
1 bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; | 
% ſet his ſenſe on the attentive bent, 
And then to ſpeak. | 
Aga. Speak frankly as the wind; : 
It is not Agamemnon's ſleeping hour: 
That thou ſhalt know, Trojan; he is awake; 
He tells thee ſo himſelf, 
OS: rumpet, blow loud, 
Send thy braſs voice through all theſe 1 tents; 3 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly, fhall be ſpoke aloud. 
[ Trumpets ſound, 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince calld Hector, Priam is his father, 
Who in this dull and long continu'd truce 
Is ruſty grown; he bade me take a trumpet, 8 
And to this purpoſe ſpeak. Kings, princes, lords! 
If there be one, among the fair'ſt of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his eaſe ; | 
That ſeeks his praiſe more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear; 
That loves his miſtreſs more than in confeſſion 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow her beauty, and her worth, 
In other arms than her's,---to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his arms; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouſe a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come, Hector ſhall honour him; 
If none, he'll ſay in Troy, when he retires, 
The Grecian dames are ſun-burn'd, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a lance. Even ſo much. 
- Aga. This ſhall be told our lovers, lord Eneas; 
I none of them have ſoul in ſuch a kind, 
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We left them all at home: but we are ſoldiers ; 
And may that ſoldier a mere recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love! 

If then one 1s, or hath, or means to be, 

'That one meets Heer 1 ; if none elſe, I am he. 
Neft. Tell him of Neſtor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandſire ſuck'd : he is old now; 

But if there be not in our Grecian hoſt 
One noble man that hath one ſpark of fire, 
To anſwer for his love, Tell him from me, 


Ill hide my ſilver beard in a gold beaver, 


And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn; 

And meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 

Was fairer than his graudame, and as chaſte - "os 

As may be in the world: His youth in flood, 

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood. 
une. Now heavens forbid ſuch ty of youth ! 
DV. Amen. 

Aga. Fair lord Mneas, let me tech your hand; 

To our pavilion ſhall I lead you, Sir. 

Achilles ſhall have word of this intent ; 

So ſhall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 

Yourſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, | 
And find the welcome of a noble foe, [ Exeu;*s 
Manent Ui.ysSEs, and NESTOR, 

22 Neſtor 
Net, What ſays Ulyſſes? 
Uly/. have a young conception in my brain, 


Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 


Net. What is't? 

Uly. This 'tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : 'The ſeeded pride 
That hath to its maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or, ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like evil, 
To over- bulk us all. 

Neft. Well, and how ? 

Uly/. This challenge that the gallant Hector ſends, 
However it is ſpread in general name, 
Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. 


Nee. 
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Neft. The purpoſe is preſpicuous even as ſubſtance, 
Whoſe groſsneſs little characters ſum up: 
And, in the publication, make no ſtrain, 
But that Achilles were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya,---though Apollo knows, | 
Tis dry enough,---will with great ſpeed of judgment, 


Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpoſe 0 


Pointing on him. 
Uly/. And wake him to the anſwer, think you? 


Neft. Yes, 'tis moſt meet ; Whom may you elſe oppoſe, 


That can from Hector bring thoſe honours off, 

If not Achilles? Though't be a ſportful combat, 

Yet in this trial much opinion dwells; \ 

For here the Trojans taſte our.deareſt repute | 
With their fin'ſt palate : And truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 

Our imputation ſhall be oddly pois'd 

In this wild action : for the ſucceſs, 

Although particular, ſhall give a ſcantling 

Of good or bad unto the general; | - 


And in ſuch indexes, although ſmall pricks | . 


To the*r ſubſequent volumes, there is ſeen 
The baby figure of the giant maſs 
. Of things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 

He, that meets Hector, iſſues from our choice: 
And choice, being mutual act of all our ſouls, 
Makes merit her election; and doth boil, 
As *twere from forth us all, a man diſtill'd 
Out of our virtues; who miſcarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part, 
To ſteal a ſtrong opinion to themſelves ? 
Which entertain'd, limbs are in his inſtruments, 
In no leſs working, than are ſwords and bows . 
Directive by the limbs. | 

C/. Give pardon to my ſpeech ;--= 

Therefore tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, ſne our fouleſt wares, 
And think, perchance, they'll fell; if not, 
The luſtre of the better ſhall exceed, 
By ſhewing the worſt firſt, Do not conſent, 

J | | | That 
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That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 


For both our honour and our ſhame, in this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtrange followers. 


4G J. 


Nef. I ſee them not with my old eyes; What are they ? 
Uly/. What glory our Achilles ſhares from ker 


Were he not proud, we all ſhould ſhare with __ : 


But he already is too inſolent; 
And we were better parch in Africk ſun, 


Than in the pride and falt ſcorn of his eyes, 


Should he ſcape Hector fair: If he were foil'd, 
Why, then we did our main opinion cruſh 


In taint of our beſt man. No, make a lottery ; 


And, by device, let blockiſh Ajax draw 

The ſort to fight with Hector: Among ourſelves, 

Give him allowance as the better man, 

For that will phyſic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applauſe; and make him fall 

His creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends, 

If the dull brainleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 

We'll dreſs him up in voices: If he fail, 

Yet go we under our opinion ſtill, _ 

That we have better men. But, hit or miſs, | 

Our project's life this ſhape of ſenſe aſſumes,=-- 

Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes, 
Neft. Ulyſſes, 

Now I begin to reliſh thy TIM : 

And I will give a taſte of it forthwith 

To Agamemnon : go we to him ſtraight. 

Two curs ſhall tame each other; Pride alone 

Muſt tarre the maſtiffs on, as twere their bone. 
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Ac 17. SCENE 7. 


The Grecian Camp. Eater AJAX, and TRHERSIT ES. 


Ajax. 
Turn 921 28.— 
| Ther. Agamemuon—how if he had boils? full, all over, 
generally? | 
Ajax. Therſites, — 
| Ther. And thoſe boils did run ! Say fo, —— did not 
the general run then ; were not that a 8 core? 


Ajax, Dog, — 
Ther. Then there . come mne matter from him; 


I ſee none now. 

Ajax, Thou 5 's ſon, canſt thou not hear? 
Feel then. | [ Strikes bim. 

Ther. The plague of. Greece upon thee, thou mungrel 
beef-witted lord! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unſalted leaven, ſpeak : I will 
beat thee into handſomeneſs. 

Ther. I Shall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs: Gi 
I think, thy horſe will ſooner con an oration, than thou 
learn a prayer without book. Thou canſt ſtrike, canſt 
thou? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks! 

Ajax. Toads- tool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Doſt thou think, I have no ſenſe, thou ſtrik'ſt me 
thus ? 

Ajax. The proclamation, 

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think. 

Ajax, Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would, thou didſt itch from head to foot, and 
I had the ſcratching of thee ; I would make thee the loath- 
ſomeſt ſcab in Greece. When thou art forth in the in- 
curſions, thou ſtrikeſt as low as another. 


Ajax. | fay, the proclamation, 
Vor., VII. I | Ther. 
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Tber. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on Achil- 
les; and thou art as full of envy at his greatneſs, as Cer- 
berus is at Froſerpina s beauty; ay, that thou bark'ſt at 
him. | 

Ajax, Miſtreſs Therſites ! , 

Ther. Thou ſhould'ſt ſtrike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf ! 

Ther. He would pun thee into ſhivers with his viſt, as 
a ſailor breaks a biſcuit. 

: Ajax. You whoreſon cur ! 778 [L Beating Bim. 
Ther. Do, do. 1 
Ajax. Thou ſtool for a witch! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou ſodden-witted lord! hou haſt 
no more brain than I have in my elbows; an aſſinego 
may tutor thee ; Thou ſcurvy valiant aſs !-thou art here 
put to thraſh Trojans; and thou art bought and fold 
among thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian ſlave, If thou 
uſe to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what 
thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou! 

Ajax. You dog! 

_ Ther. You 7 lord : : 
Ajax. You cur! IE { Beating him. 
Ther, Mars his ideot : do, rudeneſs; do, camel; do, do, 

Enter ACHILLES, and PATROCLUS. 
Acbil. Why, how no, Ajax? wherefore do you thus? 
How now Therſites ? what's the mattcr, man ? 
Ther. You ſee him there, do you? 
Achil. Ay; What's the matter? 
The,. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil. Sol do; What's the matter! 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Acbil. Well; why, I do ſo. 

Wer. But yet you look not well upon him: for, whoſo- 
ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. | 
© Achil. I know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himſelf, 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he ORR" his 
evaſtons haue cars thus long. I have bobb'd his brain, 

more 


— 
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more than he has beat my bones: I will buy nine ſparrows 
for a penny, a and his pia mater is not worth the ninth part 
of a ſparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax,---who wears his 
wit in his belly, and his _ in his head, ——I 1 tell you 
What I ſay of him. | 
Azchil. What? 
Ther. 1 ſay, this Ajaz—— 
Achil Nay, good Ajax. 
| LA offers to ftrike Lim, Ac HILLES rf 
Ther. Has not ſo much wit | | 
Acbil. Nay, I muſt hold you. 
Ther. As will ſtop the eye 8285 Helen 's noodle, for whom 
he comes to fight, ' 
Achil. Peace fool! 
Ther, I would have peace and 3 but the fool will 
not ; He there; that he, look you there. 1 
Ajax. O thou damn'd cur ! I ſhall 
Achil. Will you ſet you wit to a fool's? 
Ther, No, I warrant you; for a fools will ſhame it. 
Pair. Good words, Therſites. 
Acbil. What's the quarrel* 
Aliax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of 
the proclamation, and he rails upon. me, 
Ther. 1 ſerve thee not. 
Aa Well, go to, go to. 
Ther, I ſerve here voluntary. 3 
Achil. Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, twas not volun- 
tary; no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was here the vo- 
luntary, and you as under ahi impreſs. 
Ther. Even ſo sa great deal of your wit too lies in 
your ſinews, or elſe there be liars. Heckor ſhall have a 
great catch, if he knock out either of your 1 3 a were 
as good crack a fuſty nut with no kernel. 
Achil. What, with me too, Therſites ? 
Ther. There's Ulyſſes and old Neſtor,---whoſe wit was 
mouldy e'er your grandſires had nails on their toes, 
yoke you like draught oxen, and make you plough up the 
war. a 
Achil, What, what? 


12 | Ther. 
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Ther, Yes, good ſooth; To, Achilles! to, Ajax! to! 
Ajax. I ſhall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. Tis no matter; I ſhall ſpeak as much as * 
afterwards. | 

Patr. No more words, Therſites; ; peace. 

Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles brach bids 
me, ſhall 1? 

Acbil. There's for you, Panels 

Ther. I will ſee you hang'd, like clotpoles, e'er I come 
any more to your tents; 1 will keep where there is wit 
ſtirring, and leave the faction of Fools. [sit 

Patr. A good riddance. 

Acbil. Marry this, ſir, is proclaim'd through all our 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the ſun, {hoſt 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, | 
To-morrow morning call ſome knight to arms, 
That hath a ſtomach ; and ſuch a one, that dare 


—_ Maintain---1 know not what; tis traſh : Farewel 


Ajax. Farewel, Who ſhall anſwer him? 
Achil. I know not, it is put to lottery 5 e 


| He knew his man. 


Aar. O, n e go learn more of it. 
La. 


ff : 3 
— — — 


— — 


_SCENE 17. : 


T 9 Palau“, N Enter PRIAM, Hecron, Tot 
Los, Paris, and HELENUS. | 


Pri. Aſter ſo many hows, lives, bes ſpent, 
Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe— 15 
As bonour, toſs of time, travel, expence, 
Wounds, friends, and what elſe dear that is conſum” 4 
In bot digefiion of this cormorant war, 
Shall be flruch off ;«==HeRor, what ſay you to't ? ? 
Hed. Though no man leſſer fears the Greek than I, 


As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 


Dread 
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Dread Priam, Tae e N 
There is no lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More ſpungy to fuck in the ſenſe of fear, 

More ready to cry out- M bo knows what follows ? 

Than Hector is: The wound of peace is _—y 

Surety ſecure ; but modeſt doubt is call'd + 

'The beacon of the wiſe, the tent that ſearches | 

To the bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go: 
Since the firſt ſword was drawn about this queſtion, | 
Every tithe ſoul, mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 

Hath been as dear as Helen; I mean, of ours: 

If we have loſt ſo many tenths of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours; not worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten ; 

What merit's in that reaſon, which 8 

The yielding of her up? * 

Troi. Fie, fie, my brother ! 

Weigh yon the worth and honour of a king, 

So great as our dread father, in a ſcale 

Of common ounces ? will you with courtiers ſum 

The paſt-proportion of his infinite ? | 

And buckle in a waiſt moſt fathomleſs, 
With ſpans and inches ſo diminutive 

As fears and reaſons ? ſie, for godly frame?! ! 

- Het. No marvel, though you bite ſo ſharp at reaſons, 
| You are ſo empty of them. Should not our father | 
Bear the great ſway of his affairs with reaſons, 
Becauſe your ſpeech hath none, that tglls him ſo ? 

Troi. You are for dreams and flumbers, brother prieſt, 


You fur your gloves with reaſon. Here are your reaſons; 


+ | 
* 


Lou know, an enemy intends you harm; 
Vou know, a ſword employ d is perilous, 2 20 
And reaſon flies the object of all harm: 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his ſword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of reaſon to his heels; 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a ſtar'dif-orb'd ?---Nay, if we talk of reaſon, 


: Ler s ſhut our gates, and ſleep: Manhood and honour 
10 BY Should 
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Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 
With this cramm'd reaſon : reaſon and reſpe&t 
Makes livers pale, and luſtyhood deject. 
He, Brother, ſhe is not worth what the doth coſt 
The holding. 
Troi, What is aught, but as tis valu'd 3 ? 
H:#. But value dwells not in particular will; 
It holds his eſtimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itſelf, | 
As in the prizer ; tis mad idolatry, . 8 
To make the ſervice greater than the god; 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable 
To what infectiouſly itſelf affects, 
Without ſome image of the- infe&ted merit. 
Troi. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will; 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous ſhores 
Of will and judgment ; How may I avoid, 
Although my will diſtaſte what it elected, 
The wife I choſe? there can be no evaſion 
To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by honour : 
We turn not back the filks upon the merchant, 
When we have ſoil'd them; nor the remainder Bud. — 
We do not throw in unreſpective ſieve, 
Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris fhould do ſome vengeance on the Greeks: 
Vour breath of full conſent belly'd his ſails; 
The ſeas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him ſervice: he touch'd the ports deſir' d; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Grecian queen, whoſe youth and freſhneſs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning, 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt : 


Is ſhe worth keeping ? why, ſhe is a pearl, 


Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand * 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants 

If you'll avouch, twas wiſdom Paris went 

LAs you muſt needs, for you all cry'd- Ge, go), 


— 
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If you'll confeſs, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you muſt needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
And cry'd-Ineſtimable ) why do you now 
The iſſue of your proper wiſdoms rate; 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Beggar the eſtimation which you priz'd 
Richer than ſea and land? O theft moſt baſe x 
That we have ſtolen what we do fear to keep! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtolen, 
That in their country did them that diſgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place 
Caf. | Witbin.] Cry, Trojans! cry. 
Pri. What noiſe ? what ſhriek is this? 
Toi, *Tis our mad ſiſter, I know her voice. 
Caf. [Within.] Cry, Trojans ! 
Hed. It is Caſſandra. 
Enter CASSANDRA, raving. - 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thouſand eycs, 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. | 
Hee. Peace, ſiſter, peace. 
Caſ. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled elders, 
Soft infancy, that nothing canſt but cry, 
Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! practiſe your eyes with tears! 
Troy muſt not be, nor goodly Ilion ftand ; 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen, and a woe: 
Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. [| Exis, 
Heck. Now, youthful Troilus, do not theſe high ſtrains. 
Of divination in our ſiſter work 
Some touches of remorſe ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Nor fear of bad ſucceſs in a bad cauſe, 
Can qualify the ſame ? 
Troi. Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the juſtneſs of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
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Becauſe Caſſandra's mad; her brain- ſick raptures 
Cannot diſtaſte the goodneſs of a quarrel, 
Which hath our ſeveral honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touch'd than all Priam's ſons : 
And Jove forbid, there ſhould be done amongſt us 
Such things as would offend the weakeſt ſpleen 
To fight for and maintain! 
Par. Elſe might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counſels : 
But I atteſt'the gods, your full conſent 
Ge ve wings to my propenſion, and cut off 
All fears attending on ſo dire a project. 
For what, alas, can theſe my ſingle arms? 
What propugnation is in one man's valour, 
To ſtand the puſh and enmity of thoſe 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteſt, 
Were I alone to paſs the difficulties, 
And had as ample power as J have will, 
Paris ſhould ne'er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuit. 
Pri, Paris, you ſpeak 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet delights : 
You have the honey ſtill, but theſe the gall ; 
So to be valiant, is no praiſe at all, - 
Par. Sir, [ propoſe not merely to myſelf 
The pleaſures ſuch a beauty brings with it; 
But 1 would have the ſoil of her fair rape 
 Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treaſon were it to the ranſack'd queen, 
Diſgrace to your great worths, and ſhame to me, 
Now to deliver her poſſeſſion up, 
On terms of bafe compulſion ? can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ſtrain as this, 
Should once ſet footing in your generous boſoms ? 
There's not the meaneſt ſpirit on our party, | 
Without a heart to dare, or ſword to draw, | 
-When Helen is deſended ; nor none ſo noble, 5 


Whoſe life were ill beſtow'd, or death unfam d, 
Where 
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Where Helen is the ſubje& ; then, I ſay, 

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 

The world's large ſpaces cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both ſaid well; 
And on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand 
_ Have gloz'd, but ſuperficially 5 uot much 
Unlike young men, whom Ariſtotle-thought- 

Unfit to hear moral pholoſophy : 

The reaſons you allege, do more conduce 

To the hot paſſion of diſtemper'd blood, 

Than to make up a free determination, 

I wixt right and wrong; For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true deciſion. Nature craves, 

All dues be render'd to their owners ; Now, 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than wife is to the huſband ? if this law 

| Of nature be corrupted through affection; 
And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, reſiſt the ſame ; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation, 
To curb thoſe raging appetites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to oparta's king. 
As it is known ſhe 3 moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, ſpeak aloud 

To have her back return d: Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 
Is this, in way of truth: yet, ne'ertheleſs, 
My ſprightly brethren, I propend to you 

In reſolution to keep Helen ſtill; 

For 'tis a cauſe that hath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and ſeveral dignities, 

Troi. Why, there you touch the life of our FO RS 
Were it not glory that we more affected | 
Than the performance of our heaving ſpleens, 

I would not wiſh a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
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She is a theme of honour and renown; 5 
A ſpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whoſe preſent courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us: 
For, I preſume, brave Hector would not loſe 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, e 
As ſmiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the wide world's revenue. 
Het. Jam yours, | 
You valiant offspring of great Priamus.—— 
I have a roiſting challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will ftrike amazement to their drowſy ſpirits : 
I was advertis'd their great general ſlept, 
Whilſt emulaK6n in the army crept ; _ 
This, I preſume, will wake him. -_ - TEmxeunt. 


1— —— — 


_ 


SCENE 110. 


The Grecian Camp. ACHILLES” Tent. Enter TuERSITES. 


Ther, How now, Therſites? what, loſt in the labyrinth of 
thy fury? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beats 


me, and I rail at him: O worthy ſatisfaction! would, it 


were otherwiſe, that I could beat him, whilſt he rail'd at 
me: *Sfoot, I'Il learn to conjure and raiſe devils, but III 
Tee ſome iſſue of my ſpiteful execrations. Then, there's 
Achilles,---a rare enginecr. If Troy be not taken *till 
theſe two undermine it, the walls will ſtand *till 
they fall of themſelves. O thou great thunder-darter of 
Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the king of gods; 
and, Mercury, loſe all the ſerpentine craft of thy Cadu- 
ceus ; if ye take not that little, little, leſs than little wit 
from them that they have ! which ſhort-arm'd ignorance 
itſelf knows is ſo abundant ſcarce, it will not in circum- 
vention deliver a fly from a ſpider, without drawing the 
maſly iron, and cutting the web. After this, the ven- 
geance on the whole camp! or, rather, the bone-ache ! 


for that, methinks, is the curſe dependant on thoſe that 


war 
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| war for a placket. I have ſaid my prayers; and devil 
envy, ſay Amen. What, ho! my lord Achilles : 
| Enter PATROCLUS. 

Patr. Who's there? Therſites ? Good LGW come 
in and rail. | 
Ther. If I could have rementhar's 2 gilt counterfeit, 
thou wouldſt not have ſlipp'd out of my contemplation : 
but it is no matter, Thyſelf upon thyſelf! The common 
curſe of nn, folly and ignorance, be thine in great 
revenue! heaven bleſs thee from a tutor, and dilcipline 
come not near thee ! Let thy blood be thy direction till 
thy death: then if ſhe, that lays thee out, ſays—thou art 
a fair corſe, I'll be ſworn and ſworn upon't, ſhe never 
+ ſhrouded any but lazars. Amen. Where's Achilles? 

Patr, What, art thou devout ? wall thou in prayer ? 
Ter. Ay; The heavens hear me 
Enter ACHILLES. 

Achil. Who's there ? 

Patr. Therſites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where ?—Art thou come? Why, my 
cheeſe, my digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv'd thyſelf 
in to my table ſo many meals? Come; what's Agamem- 
non ! 
Ther. 'Thy commander, Achilles ;—Then tell me, Pa- 
troclus, what's Achilles? 

Patr. Thy lord, Therſites; Then cell ms I pray thee, 
what's thyſelf ? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell * Patro- 
elus, what art thou? 

Patr. Thou may'ft tell, that know'ſt. 

Acbil. O, tell, tell. | | 
Ther. [Il decline the whole queſtion. Agamemnon 
eommands Achilles; Achilles is my lord; Jam Patroclus' 

knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Patr. Vou raical ! - 

Ther. Peace, fool ; I have not done. 

Achil. He is a privileg'd man. Proceed, Therſites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; chelles is a fool; Ther- 
Lites is a fool; and, as aforeſaid, Patroclus is a Kol 1 
; BE Achil, 


— K rather ene ep—rope tw as 
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Achil. Derive this ; come, | 
Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command Achil- 

les; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon ; 

Therſites is a fool, to ſerve ſuch a fool; and Tons i is 

a fool poſitive. | 


| Patr, Why am I a fool? | 
| Ther. Make that demand of the prover.——It ſuffices 


155 thou art. Look you, who comes here ? 


Enter AGAMEMNON, ULyssEs, NEsTOR, Driouxpzs, 
and AJAX, 


Acbil. Patroclus, Pl ſpeak with nobody Come in 
with me, Therſites. [Exit 
Ther. Here is ſuch a patchery, ſuch juggling, and ſuch 
knavery ! all the argument is—a cuckold, and a whore; 
a good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, and bleed to 
death upon. Now the dry ſerpige on . ſubject! and war, 
and lechery, confound all-!. [Exit, f 
Aga. Where is Achilles? 
Patr. Within his tent; but ill-diſpos'd, my lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
He ſhent our meſſengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, viſiting of him : 


Let him be told ſo; leſt, perchance, he think 
Wee dare not move the queſtion of our place, 


Or know not what we are. | 
Patr. I ſhall fo ſay to him. [ Exit. 
Ulyſ. We ſaw him at the opening of his tent: 


He is not ſick. 
Ajax. Yes, lion-fick, fick of a proud ut vou may 


call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; but, by 
my head, tis pride: But why, why ? let him ſhew us a 
cauſe.— A word, my lord. [ To AdAEMRNON. 
Neft. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
Uly/. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 
Neg. Who? Therſites? : 


. He. 
Meß. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loſt his 


Uly/. 


— 


+» 
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Uly/. No; you ſee, he is his argument, that has _ ar- 
ment z Achilles, 

Ves. All the better; their fraction is more our wiſh, 
than their faction: But it was a ſtrong compoſure, a Goal 
could diſunite, 

U. The amity, that wiſdom knits my 1275 may 
caſily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter PaTRrocLus. | 

| Neſt. No Achilles with him. 

Uly/. The elephant hath joints, but none for Nn : 
His legs are for neceſlity, not for flexure. 
Patr. Achilles bids me fay—he is much ſorry, 
If any thing more than your ſport and pleaſure 
Did move your greatneſs, and this noble ſtate, 
To call on him; he hopes, it is no other, 

But, for your health and yn PEI . 
An after-dinner's breath. 

Aga. Hear you, Patroclus; 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers: 

But his evaſion, wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 
Cannot out- fly our apprehenſions. 

Much attribute he hath; and much the reaſon 
Why we aſcribe it to him: yet all his virtues,.— 
Not virtuouſly on his own part beheld, — 

Do, in our eyes, begin to loſe their gloſs; 3 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholeſome diſh, 

Are like to rot untaſted. Go-and tell him, 

We come to ſpeak to him: And you ſhall not ſin, 
If you do ſay—we think him over- proud, 

And under-honeſt; in ſelf- aſſumption greater, 
Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than rern 
Here tend the ſavage ſtrangeneſs he puts on; 
Diſguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command, 

And under-write in an obſerving kind 

His humourous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettiſh lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 

Ihe paſſage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this; and add, 
That, if he over-hold his price ſo much, 

Vol. VII. K 
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He makes important: Poſſeſt he is with greatneſs ; 
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We'll none of him.; but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lie under this report 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 

A ſtirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Before a ſleeping giant '—Tell him ſo, | 
Patr, I ſhall; and bring his anſwer preſently. [ Exit. 
Aga. In ſecond voice we'll not be ſatisſied, 

We come to ſpeak with him. Ulyſſes, enter you. 

[ Exit 5 LYSSES, 


Ajax. What 1s he more than another ? 
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 
Ajax. Is he ſo much? Do you not think, he thinks him- 
A better man than 1 [RE 
Aga. No queſtion, 
Ajax, Will you tubſcribe his thought, and ſay—he is? 
Aga. No, noble Ajax; you are as ſtrong, as valiant, 
As wiſe, and no leſs noble, much more gentle, 
And altogether more tractable. 
Ajax. Why ſhould a man be proud ? 
How doth pride grow ? I know not what pride is. 
Aga. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 
The fairer. He that's proud, eats up himſelf : 


Pride is his own glaſs, his own trumpet, his 
Own chronicle; and whate'er Wie itſelf þ 


But in the deed, devours the deed i' the praiſe. 
Ajax. 1 do hate a Nn 1 I hate the engender- 
ing of toads. | 
Neft. LAſide.] And yet he loves himſelf ; It is not ſtrange? 
Re-enter ULysSEs, 
Uly/. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Aga. What's his excuſe ? 
Uly/. He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the ſtream of his diſpoſe, 
Without obſervance or reſpe& of any, 
In will peculiar and in ſelf-admiſſion. 
Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair rogues, 


Untent his perſon, and ſhare the air with us? 


Uly/. Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſt's ſake only, 


And 
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And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a pride 5 
That quarrels at ſelf-breath: imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood ſuch ſwoln and hot diſcourſe, 
That 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters down himſelf : What ſhould I ſay ? 
He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of i it 
Cry — No recovery. 
Aga. Let Ajax go to him. | 
Dear lord, go you and greet TAY in his tent: | 
'Tis ſaid, he holds you well; and will be led, f 
At your requeſt, a little from himſelf. 
Uly/. O Agamemnon, let it not be fo! 
We'll conſecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles! Shall the proud lordy 
That baſtes his arrogance with his own ſeam, 
And never ſuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts,—ſave ſuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himſeif,—ſhall he be worſhipp'd# 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord | | 
Muſt. not ſo ſtale his palm, nobly acquir d; | 
Nor, by my will, aſſubjugate his merit, | 
As amply titled as Achilles is, 
By going to Achilles: 
That were to enlard his fat-already pride ; 8 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid! 
And ſay in thunder Achilles, go to bim. 
Net. O, this is well; he rubs the vein of him. [A ſde. 
Dio. And how his 15555 drinks up this applauſe : : 


| [ </idee 


* If I go to him, with my armed fiſt 
Il paſh him o'er the face. } 
Aga. O, no, you ſhall not go. 
Ajax. An he be proud with me, I'II pheeze his pride 
Let me go to him. 
Of Not, for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
K 3 | Ajax. 


s 83 8 En. . r. 
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ÞM Ajax. A paltry inſolent fellow,- 


5 Neg. How he deſcribes himſelf !- [Aldi. 
: Ajax. Can he not be ſociable ? Eta 
| J The raven chides blackneſs, | [Afide, 


28 Ajax. I'll let his humours blood. 
I Aga. He will be the eee that ſhould be the pa- 


ö tient. [4/4 de, 

| Ajax, An all men were o' my mind,— 

EEE | Ulyſ. Wit would be out of faſhion; LA. 

HB Ajax. He ſhould not bear it ſo, oben 

1 . ſhould eat ſwords firſt : Shall pride carry it? 5 

| Ne. An twould, you'd carry half. [ A/ede, 

Uly/. He would have ten ſhares, [ A/ides 

j Ajax. I will knead him, I'll make him ſupple :— | 
*y NV. He's not yet thorough warm: force him with 

$ pPraiſes: 05 I[Alde. 


Pour in, pour in; his ambition is dry. 

Dl My lord, you feed too much on this diſlike, 
| | 7 To AGAMEMNON,. 
| Ne. Our noble general, do not do ſo, ? 

Dio. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyſ. Why, tis this naming of him does bim harm. 
Here is a man But tis before his face; 

I will be ſilent. 
VNV. Wherefore mould you fo? 
He 15 not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Uly/. Know. the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax, A whoreſon wen that ſhall {potter thus with us 
| Would he were a Trojan: 
| Net. What a vice were it in Ajax now] 

; Uly: If hz were proud 
Dio. Or covetous of praiſe ? 
N Ay, or ſurly borne ? 
Dio. Or ſtrange, or ſelf- affected? 
L Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of ſweet compoſure; 
Praile him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck : 
Fam'd by thy tutor; and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition.: | 
- But he that diſciplin'd thy arms to fight, i 
| Let 
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Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To finewy Ajax. I will not praiſe thy wiſdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a ſhore, confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts: Here's Neſtor,» 
Inſtructed by the antiquary times, 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſe ;--- 
But pardon, father Neſtor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your-brain ſo temper'd, . 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax, 1] 
Ajax, Shall I call you father ? 
Neft. Ay, my good ſon. 
Dio. Be ruPd by him, lord Ajax. 
H There is no tarrying here; the hart Achilles | 
Keeps thicket. Pleaſe it our great general _. 
To call together all his ſtate of war; 
Freſh kings are come to Troy: To-morrow, . 
We muft with all our main of power ſtand faſt : 
And here's a lord,---come knights from eaſt to welt, . 
And cull. their flower, Ajax ſhall cope the beſt. 
Aga. Go we to council. Let Achilles fleep : | 
2 boats ſail ſwift, though greater hulks draw deen 
(Exeunt. 
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Troy. The Palace. Enter PANDARUS, and a Servant, 
1 ic within. 1 | 


: Find 


Fzxp! you! pray you, a word: Do- not you follow 
the young lord Paris ? 
Serv. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 
Fan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 
K 3 8 Ser 
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Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan, You do depend \« vet a noble gentleman ; I muſt 
needs praiſe him. | - 

Serv. The lord be praiſed!! 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Serv. Faith, Sir, ſuperficially. 

Pan, Friend, know me better; 1 am the lord Pan- 
darus. 6 

Serv. 1 The 1 hall know your Honour: better. 

Pan. I do deſire it. 

Serv. You are in the ſtate of grace? 

Pan, Grace! not fo, friend; honour and lordſhip are- 
my titles: What muſic is his ? 

Serv, I do but partly know, Sir: it is muſic in parts. 

Pan. Know you the muſicians? 

Serv. Wholly, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Serv. To the hearers, Sir. 

Pan, At whoſe pleaſure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love muſic, 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. / 

S:rv. Who ſhall I command, Sir? | I. 

Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one another; Jam too 
courtly, and thou art too. cunning ; At whoſe requeſt do. 
_ theſe men play? | 
Serv. That's to't, indeed, Sir: Marry, Sir, at the re- 
queſt of Paris my lord, who is there in perſon; with him, 
the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's invi- 
ſible foul, 

Pan. Who, my coufiti Creſſida? 

Serv. No, Sir, Helen; Could you not find out. that by 
her attributes? 

Pan. It ſhould ſeem, fcllow, that thou hat. not ſeen 
the lady Crefſida. . I come to ſpeak with Paris from the 
prince Troilus: | will make a complimental afſault upon. 
him for my buſineſs ſceths. 

Serv. Sodden buſineſs ! there's a ſtew'd phraſe, indeed! 
Enter PARIS, and HELEN, attended. OE 
Pan. Fair be o you, my lord, dd to all this fair com- 
Nerf deſires, in all fair meaſure, fairly guide them 
Lielpecially 
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—eſpecially to you, fair We fair eee be your 
fair pilloW? 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair ne | 

Pan. You ſpeak your fair pleaſure, ſweet queen. Fair 
prince, here is good broken muſic. 

Dar. You have broke it, couſin : and, by my life, you 
ſhall make it whole again; you ſhall piece it out with a 
piece of your ee i—Nell, he is FRG of har- 
mony. | TY | 

Pan, Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, Sir,- 

Pan. Rude, in woch ; in ih ſooth, very rude; - 

Par, Well ſaid, my lord ! well, you ſay ſo m fits. 

+ Pan, I have buſineſs to my lord, dear queen: My 
| lord, will you vouchſafe me a word? 
Helen. Nay, this ſhall not e us out; we'll hear you 
Gag, den en | 

Pan, Well, ſweet queen, you are pleaſant with me.— 
Put (marry) thus, my Lord. - My dear lord, and molt 
eſtecmed friend, your brother Troilus 

Helen. My lord Pandarus; honey-ſ{weet lord, 

Pai, Go to, ſweet queen, go to ;—commends himſelf 
moſt affectionately, to ou. 

Helen. You ſhall not bob us out of our clays ; If you 
do, our melancholy upon your head! | 

Pan. Sweet queen, ſweet queen; that's a ſweet queen, 

i'faith, | 
Helen. And to make a ſweet r fad, is a ſour of- 
fence. 

Pan. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn; that ſhall it 
not in truth, la. Nay, I care not for tack, words; no, 
10.—And, my lord, he deſires you, that, if the king call 
for him at ſupper, you will make his excuſe, 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, 

Pan, What toys my tweet queen; 1 very very fort 
-queen ? 

Par, What exploit's in hand 2 where ſups be to- 
night ? 
Helen. Nay, but my lord 

P ans 
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Fan. What ſays my ſweet queen? My _ will fall- 


out with you. 

Helen. You muſt not know where he ſups, 

Par. I'll lay my life, with my diſpoſer Creſſida. 

Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide; come, your 
diſpoſer is ſiek. 

Par. Well, I'll make excuſe. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why ſhould you ſay---Cref-- 
ſida? no, your poor. diſpoſer's ſick. 

Par. I ſpy. 

Pan. You ſpy !' what do you ſpy ?---Come, give me an 
inſtrument. Now, ſwect queen. 

Helen. Why, this is. kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love * a ing you 
have, ſweet queen. 

Helen. She ſhall have it, my lord, if it be not my lord 
Paris. 

Pan. He! no, ſhe'll none of him; they two are twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make han 
three. 

Pan. Come, come, rn hear no- more of this; I'll * 
you a ſong now. | 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee' now. By my troth, ſweet 

lord, thou haſt a fine forehead, . | 

Pan, Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen, Let thy ſong be love: this love will undo us 
all. Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan, Love: ay, that it ſhall, i faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan, In good troth, it begins ſo : 


Tove, love, nothing but love, fill ms more 
For, ob, love's bow © 
Shoots buck and doe: 
| The ſhaft confounds. 
Wot that it wounds, . 
But tickles flill the ſores 
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Theſe lovers cry. Oh oh ! they die / 
| Yet that which ſeems the wound to kill, 
Dotb turn oh ob to ha / ba { be 
So dying love lives Hill: 
0b! 0h ! a while, but ba / ba! ba, 


Ob ob! ow out for ha | ha , ba 
Hey ho { 


Helen. In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nofe, 

Par. He eats nothing but doves love; and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds 1s love. ; 
Dan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds ?---=Why, they are vipers: Is 
love a generation of vipers? Sweet lord, who's a- field 
to-day ! ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy: I would fain have arm'd to-day, but 
my Nell would not have it ſo, How chance my brother 
Troilus went not? N 

Helen. He hangs the is at ſomething Hou know all, 
lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-ſweet queen. i to hear how 
they ſped to-day. Tou 'l remember your .brother's ex- 
cube? 2: 

Par. To a hair. 
Pan. Farewell, ſweet queen. 

_ Helen. Commend me to your niece. - 
Pan. I will, ſweet queen [Exit. Sound a Retreat 
Par, They are come from field : let's to Priam's hall, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you 

To help unarm our Hector: his ſtubborn buckles, | 

With theſe your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 


Shall more obey, than to the edge of ſteel, 


Or force of Greckiſh ſinews; you ſhall do more 
Than all the iſland kings, diſarm great Hector. | 
Helen. Twill make us proud to be his ſervant, Paris: 


Yea, what he ſhall receive of us in duty _ * 
. Give 


EA 
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Give us more palm in beauty than we have; 

Yea, over-ſhines ourſelf, 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee, [Exeunt, 


\ 


* 
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SCENE Ti. 


PANDARUS' Garden. Enter PANDARUS, and 'TRO1LUS” „ 
— 


Pan. How now ? where's thy maſter? at my couſin- 
Creſſida's? 

Serv. No, Sir; he ſtays for you to conduct him thi- 
ther. 

| Enter TROI LUS. | 

Pan. O, herc he comes.---How now, how now ? 

To. Sirrah, walk off. | 

Pan. Have you ſcen my couſin ? 

Troi. No, Pandarus : I ſtalk about her door, 
Like a ſtrange foul upon the Stygian banks, 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe fields, 


Where I may wallow in the lily beds 


Propos'd for the deſerver! O gentle Pandarus 
From Cupid's ſhoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creflid! 
Pan, Walk herei 'the orchard, I will bring her ſtraight. 
[ Exit PAN DARus. 
Frei. I am giddy; expeQation whirls me round, 


The imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, 


That it enchants my ſenſe ; What will it be, 
When that the watery 5 taſtes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear me; 
Swooning deſtruction ; or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubtle- potent, tun'd too ſharp in * 
For the capacity of my ruder powers: 

I fear it much; and I do fear beſides, 

That I ſhall loſe diſtinction in my joys; . 
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As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
the enemy flying. 

Re- enter Pax DARus. N 

Pan. She's making her ready; ſhe'Il come Araight : : 
you muſt be witty now. She does ſo bluſh, and fetches 
her wind ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were fray'd with a ſprite : I'll 
fetch her. It is the prettieſt villain :---ſhe fetches her 
breath as ſhort as a new-ta'en ſparrow. Exit Panparus. 

Troi. Even ſuch a paſſion doth embrace my boſom : 
My heart beats thicker than a feverons pulſe; 

And all my powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like vaſſalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of Majeſty. 

Enter PANDARUS and CRE SSID 4A. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you bluſh ? ſhame's a 
| baby.---Here ſhe is now: ſwear the oaths now to her, 
that you have ſworn to me,---What, are you gone again? 
you mult be watch'd e'er you be made tame, muſt you? 
Come your ways, come your ways; an you draw back- 
ward, we'll put you i' the files. Why do you not ſpeak 
to her ?---Come, draw this curtain, and let's ſee your 
picture. Alas the day, how loth you are to offend day- 
light ! an *twere dark, you'd cloſe ſooner. So, ſo; rub on, 
and kiſs the miſtreſs. How now, a kiſs in fee-farm ! build 
there, carpenter ; the air is ſweet. Nay, you ſhall fight 
your hearts Jout, e'er I Port you. The faulcon as the 
tercel, for all the ducks i' the river; go to, go to. 

Troi. You have bereft me of all words, lady, 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but ſhe'H 
bereave you of the deeds too, if ſhe call your activity in 
queſtion. What, billing again? here's---7n witneſs wheres 
of the parties interchangeably Come in, come in; I'll go 
get a fare. Exit PANDARU 8 

Cre, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Toi. O Creſſida, how often have I wiſh'd me thus? 

Cre. Wiſh'd, my lord? —The gods grant O my lord! 

Troi, What ſhould they grant ? what makes this pretty 
abruption? What too curious dreg eſpies my ſweet lady 
in the fountain of our love? 
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Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

Troi, Fears make devils of cherubims; they 1 never ſee 
truly. — | 

Cre. Blind fear, that ſeeing reaſon leads, finds ſafer 
footing than blind reaſon ſtumbling without fear: : To 
fear the worſt, oft cures the worſt. | 

Tri. O, let my lady apprehend no ſear: in all Cu- 
pid s pageant there is preſented no monſter. | 

Cre. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Trei. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we vow 
to weep ſeas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers ; think- 
ing it harder for our miſtreſs to deviſe impoſition enough, 
than for us to undergo any difficulty impoſed. This is 


the monſtruoſity i in love, lady, —that the will is infinite, 


and the execution conſin d; that the deſire is boundleſs, 


and the act a ſlave to bmit. 
Cre. They ſay, all lovers ſwear more performance than 


they are able, and yet reſerve an ability that they are 


able, and yet reſerve an ability that they never perform; 


vowing more than the perfection of ten, and diſcharging 


leſs than the tenth part of one, They that have the voice 


of lions, and the act of hares, are they not monſters? 

FTroi. Are there ſuch ? ſuch are nat we: Praiſe us as 
we are taſted, allow us as we prove ; our head ſhall go 
bare, till merit crown it: no perfection in reverſion ſhall 


have a praiſe in preſent: we will not name deſert, before 


his birth; and, being born, his addition ſhall be humble. 
Few words to fair faith : Troilus ſhall be ſuch to Creſſid, 
as what envy can ſay worlt, ſhall be a mock for his truth; 
and what truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer than Troilus. 
. Will you walk in, my lord ? 
Re-enter PAN DARus. | 
Pan. What, bluſhing ſtill? have you not done talking yet? 
Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to you. 
Pan; 1 thank you for that; if my lord get a boy of 
you, you'll give him me: Be true to my lord; ; if he 


flinch, chide me for it. 
Troi. You know now your 8 ; your uncle's 


word, and my firm faith. 
3 | | f Pan. 


3 
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Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too; our kindred, 
though they be long e'er they be woo'd, they are con- 
Pant, being won: they are burrs, I can tell you; they'll. 
Nick where they are thrown, 

Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and 5 me heart . 
Prince 'Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day, 

For many weary months. | 

Troi. Why was my Creſſid then ſo hard to win? 

Cre. Hard to ſeem won; but I was won, my lord, 
With the firſt glance that ever Pardon me ;— 

If I confeſs much, you wiil play the tyrant. 

love you now; but not, till now, fo much 

But I might maſter it — in faith, I lie; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headſtrong for their mother: See, we fools ; 
Why have I blabb'd ? who ſhall be true to us, 
When we are ſo unſecret to ourſelves? - 
But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wiſh'd myſelf a man; 

'Or, that we women had men's privilege - 


Of ſpeaking firſt, Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 


For, in this rapture, I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 


The thing I ſhall repent. See, ſee, your ſilence, 


Cunning in dumbneſs, from my weakneſs draws 


My very ſoul of counſel : Stop my mouth. 
Troi. And ſhall, albeit ſweet muſic iſſues. thence, 
Pan, Pretty, i'faith. 
Cre, My lord, I do beſeech you, aides me; 3 
Twas not my purpoſe, thus to beg a kiſs: 


Jam aſham'd:;—O heavens ! what have I done? 


For this time will 1 take my leave, my lord. 
Troi, Your leave, ſweet Creflid ? 
Pan, Leave! an 1 you take leave till to-morrow morn= 


Cre. Pray you, content you. 

Troi, What offends you, lady ? 

Cre. Sir, mine own company. 

Troi. You cannot ſhun yourſelf, = N61 
Vol. VII, L. e Crs, 
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Gre. Let me go and try : | 
1 have a kind of ſelf reſides with you; 

But an unkind ſelf, that itſelf will leave, 
To be another's fool. — I will be gone: 
Where is my wit? I ſpeak | know not what. 5 

Troi, Well know they what they peak, that ſpeak ſo 
wiſely. 

er. Perchance, my lord, I ſhew more craft than. love 3 
And fell ſo roundly to a large confeſſion, | 
To angle for your thoughts: But you are wile ; 
Or elſe you love not; For to be wiſe, and love, 
Exceeds man's might; that dwells with gods above. 

Troi. O, that I thought it could be in a woman 
(As, if it can, I will preſume in you), 

'To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauties outward, with a mind 
That doth: renew ſwifter than blood decays! 
Or, that perſuaſion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you | 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of ſuch a winnow'd purity in love; 

How were I then uplifted ! but, alas, 

1am as true as truth's ſimplicity, 

And ſimpler than the infancy of truth, 

Cre. In that I'll war with you. 

Troi, O virtuous fight, 7 | 
When right-with right wars who ſhall be moſt right ! 
True ſwains in:love ſhall, in the world to come, | 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their rhymes, . 
Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 

Want ſimiles, truth tir'd with iteration, 
As true as ſteel, as plantage to the moon, 

As ſun te day, as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 
Yet, after all compariſons of truth, 


IA, truth's authentic author to be cited, 


As true as Troilus ſhall crown up the verſe, 
And ſanctify the numbers, 
| Bs Cr:. 
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Cre. Prophet may you be! 
If 1 be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath fofgot itſelf, 
When water-drops have worn the ſtones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion ſwallow'd cities up, | 
And mighty ſtates characterleſs are grated 
To duſty nothing ; yet let memory, 5 
From falſe to falſe, among falſe maids in love, 
Upbraid my falſehood : when they have ſaid - as falſe 
As air, as water, wind, or {andy carth, 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the bind, or ſtep-dame to her fon; 
Yea, let them ſay, to ſtick the heart of falichood, 
As falſe as Creſſid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made; ſeal it, ſeal it; I'll bs 
the witneſs — Here I hold your hand; here, my cou- 
fiin's. If ever you prove falſe to one another, ſince I have 
taken ſuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful 
goers-between be called to the world's end after my name, 
call them all—Pandars; let all inconſtant men by Troi- 
juſes, all falſe women Creſſids, and all broker between 

Pandars! ſay, amen. 
TFTyoi. Amen: 

Ce. Amen. | FFF 

Pan, Amen. Whereupon I will ſhew you a bed- 
chamber ; which bed, becauſe it ſhall not ſpeak of your 
pretty encounters, preſs it to death: away, 

And Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here, 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear? [ Exeunt. 


. 


SCENE 717. . 


The Grecian Camp. Enter AGAMEMNOXN, Urxsszs, Dio- 
MED, NESTOR, AJAX, MENELAUS, and CALCHAS. 


Cal. Now, princes, for the ſervice I have done you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind, 


L 2 That 


224 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Ad NR 
That, through the ſight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon'd Troy, left my poſſeſſions, 
Incurz'd a traitor's name; expos'd myſelf, 

From certain and poſſeſt conveniences, 
Io doubtful fortunes; ſequeſtring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuſtom, and condition, 
Made tame and moſt familiar to my nature; 
And here, to do you ſervice, am become 
As new into the world, ſtrange, unacquainted- 
I do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thoſe many regiſter'd in promiſe, 
Which, you ſay, live to come in my behalf. 

Aga. What wouldſt thou of us, Trojan? make demand 

: Cal. You have a Trojan priſoner, call'd Antenor, 
Yeſterday took; Troy holds him very dear. | 
Oft have you (een have you thanks therefore) 
Deſir'd my Creſſid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy bath {till Ceny'd : But this Antenor, 
I know, is ſuch a wreſt in their affairs, 
That their negociations ail muſt lack, 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almoſt 
Give us a prince of blood, a fon of Priam, 
In change of him: let him be ſent, great princes, 

And he ſhall buy my daughter; and her preſence. 
Shall quite ſirike off all ſervice 1 Oo done, 
In moſt accepted pain, 

Aga. Let Diomedes hear him, 

And bring us Creſſid hither; Calchas mall "Ay 
What he requeſts of us.—Good Diomed, 
Furniſh you fairly for this interchange ; 
Withal, bring word—if Hector will to-morrow 
Be anſwer'd in his challenge; Ajax is ready. 

. Diom. This ſhall I undertake; and tis a burden 
Which lam proud to bear. [Exit DioMED, and CALCHASs 
Enter ACHILLES, and PATROCLUS, before their Tent, 
C. Achilles ſtands a' the entrance of his tent — 
Pleaſe it our general to paſs ſtrangely by him, | 

As if he were forgot ;—and, Ny all, > 


* 
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Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him: 
I will come laſt: *Tis like, he'll queſtion me, F 
Why ſuch unplauſive eyes are bent, why turn'd on him: 
If ſo, I have deriſion med'cinable, 8 
To uſe between your ſtrangeneſs and his pride, 
Which his own will ſhall have deſire to drink; 
It may do good: pride hath no other glaſs 
To ſhew itſelf, but pride; for ſupple knees 
Freed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 
Aga. We'll execute your purpole, and put on 
A form of ſtrangeneſs as we pals along ; 
30 do each lord; and either greet him not, 
Or elſe aiſtaiifully; which ſhall ſhake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 
Achil. What,. comes the general to ſpeak with me ? 
You know my mind, I'll fight no more gamſt Troy. 
Aga. What ſays Achilles? would he aught with us? 
Ie 25. Would you, my lord, N . with the general! ? 
£chil. No. © 
Nef. Nothing, my lord. 
Aga. The better. 
Achil. Good day, good day. 
Men. How do you? how do you? 
Achil. What, does the cuckold ſcorn me? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 
 Aihil, Good mofrow, Ajax. 
Ajax, Ha! 
Achil. Good morrow. 
Ajax. Ay; and good next day too. [Exeunt. 
Achil, What mean theſe fellows! know they not-Achilles? 
Patr. They paſs by ſtrangely : they were-us'd to bend, 


Jo fend their ſmiles before them to Achilles; 


Jo come as humbly, as they mg to creep 
To holy altars, | 

Achil. What, am I poor of late ? 
*Ts certain, greatneſs, once fallen out with fortune, 
Muſt fall out with men foo : What the declin'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall; for nen, like butterflies, 
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Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer ; 
And not a man, for being ſimply man, 


Hath any honour; but's honour'd for thoſe honours. 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 


Which, when, they fall, as being ſlippery ſtanders, 


The love that lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 


Doth one pluck down another, and together 

Pie in the fall. But *tis not ſo with me: 

Fortune and I. are friends; I do enjoy 

At ample point all that I did poſſeſs, 

Save theſe men's looks; who do, methinks, find out 

Something in me not worth that rich beholding, 

As they have often given, Here is Ulyſſes; 

I'll interrupt his reading. How now, Ulyſles ? 
Uly. Now, great Thetis' ſon ? = 
Achil. What are you reading ? 

UNS. A ſtrange fellow here 


Writes me, That man—how dearly ever parted, 4 


How much in having, or without, or in, 


Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath, 


Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection; 
As when his virtues ſhining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat Bain 


To the firſt giver. 


Achil. This is not 3 Ulyſſes. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face, 
'The bearer knows not, but commends itſelf 
To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itſelf 
(That moft pure ſpirit of ſenſe) behold itſelf, 
Not going from itſelf; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes cach other with each other's form. 
For ſpeculation turns not to itſelf, | 
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may ſee itſelf ; this is hot ſtrange at all. 
I do not ſtrain at the poſition, 
It is familiar; hut at the author's drift: 
Who, in his circumſtance expreſsly prove. 
That no mau ts the lord of an thing 6 Ki 
(Though. 
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(Though in and of him there is much conſſting,) * 

Till he communicate his parts to others: | 

Nor doth he of himſelf know them for aught 

Till he behold them form'd in the applauſe _ 

Where they are extended; which, like an arch, reverbe- 

The voice again; or like a gate of ſteel [rates. 

Fronting the ſun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat, I was much rapt in this; 

And apprehended here immediately 

The unknown Ajax. - 

Heavens, what a man is there! a very horſe ; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things there 

Moſt abje& in regard, and dear in uſe ! | Lare, 

What things again moſt dear in the eſteem, 

And poor in worth : Now ſhall we ſee to-morrow 

An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 

Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what ſome men do, 

While ſome men leave to do! = 

How ſome men creep in ſkittiſh fortune's hall, 

While others play the idiots in her eyes! 

How one man eats into another's pride, 

While pride is feaſting in his wantonnels ! 

To ſee theſe Grecian lords! —why, even already, 

They clap the lubber Ajax on the ſhoulder ; 

As if his foot were on brave Hector's breaſt, 

And great Loy ſhrinking, 
Achil, I do believe it: for they paſs'd by me, 

As miſers do by beggars; neither gave to me 

Good word, nor look: What, are my deeds forgut? 
Ulyſ. Time hath, my lord, a wallct at his back, 

Whe eiu he puts alms for oblivion, | | 

A. great- ſz d monſter of ingratitudes : 1 

Thoſe ſcraps are good deeds paſt; which are devour d : 

As fait as they are made, forgot as ſoon _ 

As done: Perſeverance, dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bright: To have done, 1s to hang, 

Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty mail | 

In monumental mockery. Take the inſtant way; 

For honour travels in a ſtreight ſo narrow, c 
N | | | Where 


* 


4 
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Where one but goes abreaſt : keep then the path : 
For emulation hath a thouſand ſons, | 
That one by one purſue; If you give way, 

Or hedge aſide from the direct forthright, 

Like to an entred tide, they all ruſh by, 

And leave you hindmoſt 

Or, like a gallant horſe fallen in firſt rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abje rear, | 
O'er-run and trampled on: Then what they do in preſent, 
Though leſs than yours in paſt, muſt o'er-top yours's : 
For Time is like a faſhionable hoſt, 

That ſlightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by the hand; 
And with his arms out-ſtretch'd, as he would fly, : 
Graſps- in the comer : Welcome ever ſmiles, - 

And Farewel goes out ſighing. O, let not virtue ſeek; 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, wit, 
High birth, vigour of bone, deſert in fervice, 

Love, friendſhip, charity, are ſubjects all 

'To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin. 

That all, with one conſent, praiſe new-born gawds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paſt; 
And ſbew to duſt, that is a little gilt, 

More laud than gilt o'er-duſted, 
The preſent eye praiſes the preſent object: 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 

That all the Greeks begin to worſhip Ajax; 

Since things in motion ſooner catch the eye, 8 
Than what not ſtirs. The cry went once on thee, | 
And ſtill it might, and yet it may again, 1 

If thou wouldſt not entomb thyſelf alive, 
And caſe thy reputation in thy tent; 

Whoſe glorious deeds, but in theſe fields of late, 

Made emulous miſſions mongſt the gods themſelves; 
And drave great Mars to faction. | 

Achil. Of this my privacy 
I have ſtrong reaſons. 
But *gainſt your privacy 

The reaſons are more potent and heroical: 


'Tis 
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Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 
Achil, Ha! known? "Bo | : 
Uly/. 1s that a, wonder? 
The providencę that's in a watchful ſtate, 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto's gold; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehenſſ ve deeps ; 
| Keeps place with thought; and almoſt, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles, 
There is a myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the ſoul of ſtate ; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can give expreſſure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord; 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena : 
But it muſt grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When fame ſhall in our iſlands ſound her trump ; 
And all the Greekiſh girls ſhall tripping ſing,.— 
Great Hector s fifler did Achilles win 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewell, my lord : 1 as your lover ſpeak ; 
The fool flides o'er the ice that you ſhould break. Exit. 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd vou: 
A woman impudent and manniſh grown 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I ſland condemn'd for this 4 
They think, my little ſtomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, reſtrains you thus: 
Sweet, rouſe yourſelf; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to air. 
Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 
Patr. Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour by him, 
Achil. I ſee, my reputation is at ſtake ; 
My fame is ſhrewdly gor'd, 
| Pan. 


130 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, AG HT 


Patr. O, then beware; | 
Thoſe wounds heal ill, that men do give themſelves : 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary 
Seals a commiſſion to a blank of danger g 
And danger, like an ague, ſubtly taints 
Even then when we ſit idly in the ſun. 

Acbil. Go call Fherſites hither, ſweet Patroclus 7 
I'll ſend the fool to Ajax, and defire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat, 
To ſee us here unarm'd: I have a woman's longing, 
An appetite that-I am ſick withal, | 
To ſee great Hector in his weeds of peace; 
To talk with him, and to behold his viſage, 
Even to * full of view. A labour ſav'd! 
Enter THERSLTES, 
Ther, A wonder! 
Achil. What ? 
| Ther, Ajax goes up and down the field, aſking for him 
ſelf. 

Achil. How ſo ? 

Ther, He mult fight ſingly to-morrow with Hector 7 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, 
that he raves in ſaying nothing. 

£ chil. How can that be? 

Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a peacock, a 
ftride, and a ſtand : ruminates, like an hoſteſs, that hath 
no arithmetic but her brain to ſet down her reckoning : 
bites his lip with a. politic regard, as who ſhould ſay— 
there were wit in this head, an *twould out; and ſo there 
is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will 
not ſhew without knocking. The man's undone for ever ;. 
for if Hector break not his neck i' the combat, he'll break 
it himſelf in vain-glory. He knows not me: I ſaid, Goods 
morrow, Ajax ; and he replies, Thanks, Agamennon. What 
think you of this man, that takes me for the general, 
He's grown a very land-fiſh, Janguageleſs, a monſter. A 
plague of opinion: a man may wear it on both ſides, like 
a leather jerkin. 


Acbil. Thou muſt be my ambaſſador to him, Therſites, 
= Ther 5 


—— 


gg 
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Ther. Who, 1? why, he'll anſwer no body: he pro- 
Feſles not anſwering ;; ſpeaking is for beggars; he wears 
bis tongue in his arms. I will put on his preſence; let 
Patroclus make demands to me, you ſhall ſee the pageant 

of Ajax. _ | 

Achil, To him, W Tell him, —I humbly de- 
fire the valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt valorous Hector. 
to come unarm'd to my tent; and to procure ſafe conduct 
for his perſon, of the magnanimous, and moſt illuſtrious, 
ſix-or-ſeven-times-honour'd - captain-general of the Gre- 
cian army, Agamemnon, &c. Do this, 

Patr. Jove bleſs rout; Ajax : 

Ther. Hum! 

Patr, 1 come from the worthy Achilles, 

Ther, Ha 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Hector 
40 his tent. : 

Ther. Hum! 0 

Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct from Agamemnon, 

Ther. Agamemnon'? 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

| Ther, Ha 
_ Patr. What ſay you to't ? 

Ther. God be wi you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. if to-morrow be a fair day, by lems o'clock it 
will go one way or other; — he ſhall pay for me 
e er he has me. 

Fair. Your: anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Acbil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out o' tune thus. What muſic will 
be in him when Hector Was knock'd out his brains, I know 
not: But, I am ſure, none; unleſs the fiddler Apollo get 
his ſinews to make catlings on. 

Acbil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a letter to him ſtraight. 

Ther, Let me bear another to his horſe ; for that's the 
more capable creature. % | 

| Achil, 


» 
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Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain ſtirr'd; 
And I myſelf ſee not the bottom of it. | 

| [Exeunt AculLLes, and PATROCLUS. 

Ther, Would the fountain of your mind were clear 

again, that E might water an aſs at it! I had rather be a 

tick i in a _— than ſuck a valiant' er [Exit 
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ACT IV. SCENE 7. 


A Street in Troy. Enter at one Door EN RAS, and Servant, 
with a Torch; at another, Pars, Dir HOBUS, ANTE- 
NOR, and Dio up, c. with Torches, 


Parts. 


s EE, ho! who is that there ? 
Dei. It is the lord Eneas. 
Ane. Is the prince there in perſon ?— 
Had I fo good occaſion to lie long, 
As you, prince Paris, nought but heavenly buſineſs 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. | 
Dio. That's my mind too, —Good morrow, lord ZEneas, 
Par. A valiant Greek, ZEneas; take his hand: 
Witneſs the proceſs of your ſpeech, wherein 
You told —how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 
Ane. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queſtion of the gentle truce : 
- But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance, 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 
Div. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm; and, fo long, health: 8 
But when contention and occaſion meet, 
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purſuit, and policy. 
Ane. And thou ſhalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. In humane ge ntleneſs, 


Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchiſes life, 
3 Welcome, 
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Welcome, indeed. By Venus' hand I ſwear, 
No man alive can love, in ſuch a ſort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Dio. We ſympathize :!——Jove, lec ZEneas live, 
If to my ſword his fate be not the glory, 
A thouſand complete courſes of the ſun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 
With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow ! 
LErne, We know each Scher well. | 
Dio. We do; and long to know each other worſe, ' 
Par. This is the moſt deſpightful gentle greeting, 
The nobleſt hateful love, that c' er I heard of, 
What buſineſs, lord, ſo early. 
Ale. 1 was ſent for to the king; but why, I know not. 
Par. His purpoſe meets you; Twas to bring this Greek 
To Calchas' houſe; and there to render him 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Creſſid: 
Let's have your company ; or, if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before us: I conſtantly do think 
{Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge), 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; 
Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality wherefore ; I fear, 
We ſhall be much unwelcome. 
Ane. That 1 aſſure you; 
Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, | 
Than Creſſid borne from Troy. > 
Par. There is no help ; 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time 
Will have it ſo. On, lord; we'll follow you. 
Ane. Good morrow, all. [ Exit. 
Par, And tell me, noble Diomed; faith, tell me true, 
Even in the ſoul of ſound good-fellowfſhip,— 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen beſt, 
Myſelf, or Menelaus ? | 
Dio. Both alike : 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſeek her 
(Not making any ſcruple of her ſoylure) 
With ſuch a hell of pain, and world of charges 
Vor. VII. M 


And 
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And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taſte of her diſhonour) 
With ſuch a coſtly loſs of wealth and friends: 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece 
You, like a lecher, out of whoriſh loins 
Are pleae'd to breed out your inheritors: 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor leſs nor more $ - 
But he as he, the heavier for a whore, 
Par. You are too bitter to your country-woman. 
Dio. She's bitter to her country: Hear me, Paris, 
For every falſe drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian's life hath ſunk ; for every ſcruple 


Of her contaminated carrion weight, 


A Trojan hath been flain : ſince ſhe could "OXY 


Sbe hath not given fo many good words breath, 


As for her Greeks and Trojans ſuffer'd death. 
Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy : 
But we in ſilence hold this virtue well. 
We'll not commend what we intend to ſell. 


Here lies our way. % - Mie 


S N I 


Paxpakus's Houſe, Enter TROILUS, and CRESS1DA; 


Troi. Dear, trouble not yourſelf ; the morn is cold. 
Cre. Then, ſweet my lord, I'll call my uncle down; 


He ſhall unbolt the gates. 


Troi. Trouble him not; 
To bed, to bed: Sleep kill thoſe pretty eyes, 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy ſenſes, 
As infants' empty of alt thought ! | 
Cre. Good morrow then. 
Troi. | pr'ythee now, to bed. 
Cre. Are you aweary of me? 
Tre. O Creflida ! but that the buſy day, 


Wa- d 
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Wak'd by the lark, has rouz'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
1 would not from thee. 

Cre. Night hath been too brief. 

Troi. Beſhrew the witch! with venomous wightsſhe ftays, 
As tediouſly as hell; but flies the graſps of love, 
With wings more momentary-ſwift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curſe me. 

Cre. Pr'ythee, tarry z=you men will never tarry. 
O fooliſh Creſſida -I might have ſtill held off, 
And then you would have tarry'd. Hark ! there's one up. 

Pan, [ Within. ] What's all the doors _ here ? 

T707; It is your uncle. | 

Enter PANDARUS, 

Gre. A peſtilence on him! now will he be mocking : I 
ſhall have ſuch a life 

Pan. How now, how now? how go maiden-heads? 
Here, you maid! where's my couſin Creſfid ? 

Cre. Go hang yourſelf, you naughty mocking uncle! 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan, To do what? to dp what ?—let her ſay what: 
What have I brought you to do? 
Cre. Come, come; beſhrew your heart on ne er be 
Nor ſuffer others. [good, 

Pan. Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor capocchia 
haſt not ſlept to-night ? would he not, a naughty man, 


let it ſleep ? a bugbear take him! [ One knocks. 
Cre. Did not I tell you ?—would he were knock do- 
the head 


Who's that at door ? good uncle, go and ſee.— 
My lord, come you agam into my chamber ; 
You ſmile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Troi. Ha, ha! 
Cre. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no ſuch thing. 
How earneſtly they knock: pray you, come in; 
[ Knock, 
I would not for half Troy have you ſeen here. [ Excunt. 
Pan, Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat 
down the door? How now! what's the matter? | 
M2 Enter 


136 | TROILUS\ AN CRESSIDA,. AR IV. 


Enter ZENEAS., 
Ane. Good morrow, lord, good morrew. 
Pri, Who's there? my lord Aneas? By my troth, 
I knew you not : What news with you ſo early ? 
Ane. Is not prince Troilus here? 
Pin. Here what ſhould. he do here? 
Ane. Come, he is here, my lord; do not deny him; 
It doth import him much, to ſpeak with me. 
Pan, Is he here, ſay you? tis more than I know, 
Jil be ſworn :.-For my own part, I came in late ;— 
What ſhould he do here ? | 
Are. Who! —-Day, then 
Come, come, you'll do him wrong e' er you are ware: 
You'll be fo true to him, to be falſe to him: 
Do not, you know of him, but yet fetch him hither ; 4 
Go. 5 c 
1 He PANDARUS 7s going out, enter TROILUS. 
Toi. How now ? what's the matter ? 
LEne. My lord, I fcarce have leiſure to ſalute you, 
My matter is ſo raſh ; There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us; and for him forthwith, 
E' er the firſt ſacrifice, within this hour, 
We muſt give up to Dioemedes' hand 
The lady Creſſida, 
Troi. Is it concluded ſo? 
Ane. By Priam, and the general ſtate of Troy : 7 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 
Troi. How my achievements mock me! 
I will go meet them: and, my lord Æneas, 7 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. | 
Ane. Good, good, my lord; the ſecretsof neighbour Pandar 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 
[ Exeunt TR oirus, and ZENFEAS. 
Pan, Is't poſſible ? no ſconer got, but loſt ? The devil 
take Antenor! the young prince will go mad. A plague 
upon Antenor! 1 would they had broke's neck! 
| | Enter 
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Enter CERESSIDA. 


Cre, How now? What is the matter ? Who was here? 


Pan, Ah, ah: 

Cre, Why ſigh you ſe profoundly? ? where's my lord ? 
gone ? 

Tell me, ſweet uncle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would 1 were as deep under the earth, as I am 
above! 

Cre. O the gods \.--what* s the matter! 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in; Would thou had'ſt ne'er 
been born! I knew, thou wouldſt be his death: -O poor 
gentleman A plague upon Antenor! 5 

Cre. Good uncle, I beſeech you on my knees, 

1 beſeech you, what's the matter? 

Pan. Thou mnſt be gone, wench, thou muſt be gone; 

thou art chang'd for Antenor: thou muſt to. thy father: 


and be gone from Troilus, 'twill be his death; *twill be 


bis bane; he cannot bear it. 
Cre. 0 you immortal gods !--I will not gd. 


Pan. Thou muſt. 
Cre. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my father; 


I know no touch of confanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no ſoul ſo near me, 
As the ſweet Troilus,---O you gods divine 
Make Creſſid's name the very crown of falſchood, 
If ever ſhe leave Troilus! Time, ferce, and death, 
Do to this body what extremes you can ; 
But the ſtrong baſe and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth, | 
Drawing all things to it.---I'll go in, and weep — 
Pan, Do, do. 
Cre. Tear my bright hair, and ſcratch my praiſed checks; 
Crack my clear voice with ſobs, and break my heart 
With 8 Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 
[Excunts 
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SCENE III. 


_— PaxDarus's Houſe. Enter Paris, TRollLus, 
ZENEAS, DroMEDE 8, © SE 


Par. It is great morning; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faſt upon :---Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what ſhe is to do, 
+ And haſte her to the purpoſe. 

Tro. Walk in to her houſe; 

PI bring her to the Grecian preſently : 
And to his hand, when 1 deliver her, 
Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus _ 
A prieſt, there offering to it his. own heart. 
| | [Exit TRorrus. 
Par. I know what tis to love; | 
And would, as I ſhall pity, I could help! | 
Pleaſe you, walk in my lords. [Exeunt... 


— 


SCENE Tr: 


An © in PANDaRUS's Hoe. Enter PANDARUS,. 
and CRESSIDA, | 


Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cre. Why tell you me of moderation, ? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taſte, 
And violenteth in a ſenſe as ſtrong | 
As that which cauſeth it: How can I moderate it? 
If I could temporize with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 


, "= : 
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My love admits no qualifying droſs; =—< | 
No more my grief, in ſuch a precious loſs. 

Enter Tx 01LUs.. 
Pan, Here, here, here he comes. Ah ſweet ducks? . 
Cre, O Troilus ' Troilus! 
Pan, What a pair of ſpectacles is here Lag me em- 
brace too: O beart.—as the goodly ſaying is, 
ä 0 Leart, o heavy beart, 
My ſigh ft thou without breaking ? 
Where he anſwers again, | 
Becau e thou canſi not eaſe thy ſmart, 
By friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking, 

There never was a truer rhyme. Let us caſt away no- 
thing, for we may live to have need of ſuch a verſe ; we: 
ſee it, we ſee it. How now, lambs ? 4 

Troi. Creſſid, I love thee in ſo ſtrain'd a purity, 

That the bleſt gods---as angry with my fancy, 

More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities---take thee from me. 

Cre. Have the gods envy ? ED, 
Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; tis too plain a caſe. 
Cre. And is it true, that I muſt go from Troy.?. 
Troi. A hateful truth — 
Cre. What, and from Troilus too? 
Trei. From Troy, and Troilus. 
Cre. Is it poſſible ? 
Troi, And ſuddenly; where i injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juſtles roughly by 
All time of pauſe, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejointure, forcibly prevents 
Orr !ock'd embraſures, ſtrangles our dear vows,. 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath: 
We two, that with ſo many thouſand ſighs _ - 

Did buy each other, muſt poorly ſell ourſelves 

With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one. 

Injurious time now, with a robber's haſte, 

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how: 

As many fare wells as be ſtars in heaven, 


With diſtinct breath, and conſign'&kifſes to them, 


He 
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He ſumbles up into a looſe adieu; 


And ſcants us with a fingle famiſh*d kiſs, 
Diſtaſted with the ſalt of broken tears. 
ne. {Within.] My lord! is the lady ready ? 
Troi. Hark! you are call'd: Some ſay, the Genius ſo 
Cries, Come / to him that inſtantly muſt die- 
Bid them have patience ; ſhe ſhall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this . 
Or my heart will be blown up by the root. 
[ Exit PANDARUS. 
Cre. I muſt then to the Grecians ? | 
Troi. No remedy. 
Cre. A woeſul Creſſid' mongſt the merry Grecks |— 
When ſhall we ſee again ? 
Troi. Hear me, my love: Be thou but true of heart 
Cre. I true! how now? what wicked deem is this? 
Troi. Nay, we muſt uſe expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us. 
I ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 
For I will throw my glove to death himſelf, 
That there's no maculation in thy heart: 
But, be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſequent proteſtation ; be thou 80 
And I will ſee thee. 
Cre. O, you ſhall be expos'd, my lord, to dafigers 
As infinite as imminent ! but, Þ'll be true. 
Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger, Wear this Mere. 
Cre. And you tkis glove. When ſhall I ſee you: 
Troi, 1 will corrupt the Grecian een, 
To give nightly viſitation. 
But yet, be true. 
Cre. O heavens !---be true, again. 
Troi. Hear why I ſpeak it, love: The Grecian youths 
Are well compos'd, with gifts of nature flowing, 
And ſwelling o'er with arts and exerciſe ; 


How novelties may move, and parts with perſon, 


Alas, a kind; of godly jealouſy 
(Which, I beſeech you, call a : virtuous fin) 
Makes me afeard. 


Cre. O heavens! you love me not. 
Troi. Die 1 a villain then ! 
In this I do not call your faith in queſtion, 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot ſing, 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor ſweeten talk, 
Nor play at ſubtle games ; fair virtnes all, 
To which the Grecians are moſt promp and pregnant: 
But I can tell, that in each grace of theſe | 
There lurks a ſti} and dumb-difcourſive devil, 
That tempts moſt cunningly : but be not tempteg. 
Cre. Do you thiuk, I will ? 
Toi. No. | 
But ſomething may be 88. that we will not: 
And ſometi sies we are devils to ourſelves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, ? 
Preſuming. on their changeful potency. 
Ane. | Within. Nay, good, my lord 
Tro. Come, kiſs; and let us part. 
Paris. | Within.] Brother 'Troilus! 
Trei. Good brother, come you hither ; 
And bring Zneas, and the Grecian, with you, 
Cre. My lord, will you be true ? 
Troi. Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault: 
While others fiſh with craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere ſimplicity”; 
Whilſt ſome with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
With truth and plainnefs I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
Is—plain, and true, - there's all the reach of it, 
Entex AANEAS, PARIS, and DIOMED., 
Welcome, Sir Diomed ! here is the lady, 
| Whom for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, Fl give her to thy hand; 
And, by the way, poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. 
Entreat her fair; and, by my ſoul, fair Greek, 
If e' er thou ſtand at mercy of my ſword, 
Name Creflid, and thy life ſhall be as ſafe 
A Friam 4 is in Ilion. 
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Dio. Fair lady Creſſid, 

80 pleaſe you, ſave the thanks this price . 

The luſtre in your eye, heaven in your check, 

| Pleads your fair uſage ; and to Diemed 

You ſhall be miſtreſs, and command him wholly. 

Troi. Grecian, Thou doſt not uſe me courteouſly, 

To ſhame the zeal of my petition to thee. 

In praſing her: I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-ſoaring o'er thy praiſes, 

As thou unworrhy to be call'd her ſervant, 

I charge thee, uſe her well, even for my charge: 

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy: guard, 

PI cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilu:: 

Let me be privileg'd by my place, and meſſage, 

To be a ſpeaker free; when Fam hence, 

I'll anſwer to my luſt . And know you, lord, 

PI! nothing do on charge: to her own worth | 

She ſhall be priz d; but that you ſay —be't do, 

I ſpeak it in my ſpirit and honour,---no, 

Tra. Come, to the port.—I'Il tell thee, n 

This brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head.— 

Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk, | 

To our own ſelves bend we our needful talk. | 

Exeunt TROILUS and CRESSID. Sound Trumpet, 
Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. 
Ane. How have we ſpent this morning ! 

The prince muſt think me tardy and remiſs, 

That ſwore to ride before him to the field, _ : 
Par. Tis Troilus' fault: Come, come to field with vita; 
Dio. Let us make ready ſtraight. 

ZEne. Yea, with a bridegroom's freſh alacrity, 

Let us addreſs to tend on Hector's heels: 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 

Qn his fair worth, and ſingle chivalry. [ Excun?, 
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ScENE V. 


Ne Grecian Camp. Enter AJaX arm'd, AGAMEMNON, 
ACHILLES, Wien MEeNELAvus, ULyssSEs, Nzs- 
TOR, Te 


Aga, Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
Anticipating time with ſtarting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great AI 
And hale him hither. 
Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there's my. parte 
Now crack thy lungs, and ſplit thy brazen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy ſphered bias cheek 
Out- ſwell the cholic of puff d Aquilon : 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes ſpout _ 
Thou blow'ſt for Hector. 
- Ulyſ. No trumpet anſwers, 
Acbil. Tis but early days. 
Aga. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter ? 
C/. Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ; 
He riſes on his toe ; that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the earth. 
Enter Diourp, wvith CRESSIDA. 
Aga. Is this the lady Creſlida ? 
Dio. Even ſhe. 
Aga. Moſt dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet lady, 
Neft. Our general doth ſalute you with a kiſs. 
Uly/. Yet is the kindneſs but particular; 
Twere better ſhe were kiſs'd in general. 
Nef. And very courtly counſel : Ul begin 
So much for Neſtor. 
Achil, I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. 
Men. I had good argument for kiſſing once, | 
Pairs 
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Pair. But that's no argument for kiſſing now : 

For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

D/. O deadly gall, and theme of all our ſcorns ! 

For which we loſe our heads, to gild his horns. 5 
Patr. The firſt was Menelaus' kiſs 3 :— this, mine: 
Patroclus kiſſes you. 

Men. O, this is trim! 

Patr, Paris, and I, kiſs evermore for him. 

Men. I'll have my kiſs, Sir — Lady, by your leave. 

Cre. In kiſſing, do you render, or receive ? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cre. I'll make my match to live, 
The kiſs you take is better than you give: 

Therefore no kiſs, 

Men. I'll give you boot, ru give you was for one, 

Cre. You're an odd man; give even, or give none. 

Men. An odd man, lady: every man is odd, 

Cre. No, Paris is not; for, you know, tis true, 
That you are odd, and he 3 is even with you, 
Men You fillip me o' the head. 

Cre. No, I'll be ſworn. | 

Uly/. It were no match, your nail againſt his 8 
May 1, ſweet lady, beg a kiſs of you? 

Cre, You may. 

Uly/. | do defire it. 

Cre. Why, beg then. 

Dy Why then, for Venus” ſake, give me a a kiſs, | 
When Helen is a maid again, and his | 

Cre. 1 am your debtor, claim it when tis due. 

Uly/. Never s my day, and then a kiſs of you, 

Dio. Lady a word ;—I'll bring you to your father, 

[D10MED leads out CRESSIDA. 

Neſt. A woman of quick ſenſe. 

Us. Vie, fie upon he: 


* 


There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 


Nay, her font ſpeaks; her wanton ſpirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body, 
O, theſe encounterers, ſo glib of tongue, 


| That 
1 
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That give a coaſting welcome e' er it comes, 

And wide unclaſp the tables of their thoughts 

To every tickliſh reader! ſet them down 

For fluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity, | 

And daughters of the game. | Trumpet within, 
All. The Trojan's trumpet! To | 
Aga. Yonder comes the troop. 


— 


Enter HecToR, Ex RAS, TROLLS, c. with Attendants, 
Ane. Hail, all the ſtate of Greece What ſhall * 

done to him 

That victory commands? Or do you HONED) 

A victor ſhall be known? will you, the * 

Shall to the edge of all extremity 

Purſue each other; or ſhall they be divided 

By any voice or order of the field ? 

Hector bade aſk. 3 | | 
Aga. Which way would Hector have ie? "xi _— 
Ane. He cares not; he'll obey conditions. | 
Aga. Tis done like Hector; but ſecurely done, 

A little proudly, and great deal miſpriſing 

The knight oppos' d. 

Ene. If not Achilles, Sir 
What is your name? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

Ane. Therefore Achilles: But, whate'er, | tin — 
In the extremity of great and little, 

Valour and pride excel themſelves in Hector; 

The one almoſt as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 

And that which looks like pride, is Oy 

This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood; N 

In love whereof, half Hector ſtays at home : - 8 

Half heart, half hand half Hector comes to ſeek | 

This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
Achil. A maiden battle then ?—0, 1 perceives vox. 

£5 " Reventer Diouep. 

Aga. Here is Sir Diomed :—Go, gentle knight, | 
Stand, by our Ajax: as you and lord ZEneas 
Conſent upon the order of their fight, | 
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So be it; either to the uttermoſt, 
Or elſe a breath : the combatants being kin, 
Half ſtints their ſtrife before their ſtrokes begin. 
Uly/. They are oppos'd already. 
Aga. What Trojan is that ſame that looks ſo heavy ? 
_ Uly. The youngeſt fon of Priam, a true Es : 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs ; firm of word; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedleſs in his tongue; 
Not ſoon provok'd; nor, being provok'd, ſoon calm'd : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free; 
For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he ſhews; 
Vet gives he not, till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath: 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, ſubſcribes 
To tender objects! but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love: 
They call him Troilus; and on him erect 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus ſays Aneas; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private ſoul, 
Did in great Ilion thus tranſlate him to me. 
| [Alarum, HxC rok and AJAX fight. 
Aga. They ay bs action. 
Neft. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 
Troi. Hector, thou fleep'ſt ; awake thee ! 
Aga. His blows are well diſpos'd there, Ajax! 
[Trumpets ceaſe. 
Dio. You muſt no more. 3 
LEne. Princes, enough, ſo pleaſe you, 
Ajax. | am not warm yet; let us fight again, 
Dio. As Hector pleaſes. 
Hect. Why then, will I no more 
Thou art, great lord, my father's e s ſon, 
A. couſin-german to great Priam's ſeed; 
The obligation of our blood forbids _ 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain: 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan ſo, 
- That thou could'ſt ſay— Tit band is Grecian all, 
| , And 
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Hund this is Trojan ; the ine u. of this leg 


All Greeh, and this all Trey; my mother's blood 


Runs on the dexter cheek, and this ſiniſter 
| Bounds-in my father's by Jove multipotent, | 
Thou ſhouldſt not bear from me à Greekiſh member 
Wherein my ſword had not impreſſure made 
Of our rank fend : But the juſt gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrow'ſt from thy mother, 
My ſacred aunt, ſhould by my mortal ſword 
Be drain'd.! Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him that thunders, thou hat luſty arms; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus 
Couſin, all honour to thee! 
Ajax, I thank thee, Hector: 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 
He#. Not Neoptolemus ſo mirable - | | 7 
(On whoſe bright creſt Fame with her loud'ſt O yes 
Cries, This is Be) could promiſe to himſelf 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. PEE 
Ane. There is expectance here from both the ſides, 
What further you will do. 
Hef, We'll anſwer it; 5 
The iſſue is embrarement Ajax, farewell. 
Ajax. If I might in entreaties find ſucceſs 
(As ſeld I have the chance), I would deſire 
My famous. couſin to our Grecian tents. 
Dio. Tis Agamemnon's with ; and great Adlülles 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Hef. Æneas, call my brother Troilus to me: 
And ſignify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part; 
Defire them home. - Give me thy hand, my couſin; 
I will go eat with thee, and ſee your knights. 
Ajax, Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Hect. The worthieſt of them tell me name by name; 
But for Achilles, my own ſearching eves 
Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 
i a N 2 OY Aa. 
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Aga. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of ſuch an enemy; 


But that's no welcome: Underſtand more clear, 


What's paſt, and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with huſks 
And formleſs ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with moſt divine integrity, 
Rrom heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 
Hef. I thank thee, moſt imperious Agamemnon. 
Aga. My well-tam'd lord of Troy, no leſs to you, 
[To TroILDs, 
Men, Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting; 


Lou brate of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 


Hee, Whom muſt we anſwer ? 

Men. This: noble Menelaus. 

Heer. O, Fou, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks 
Mock not, that J affect the untraded oath ; 
Your gucndem wife ſwears {till by Venus' glove + 


She's well, but bade me not cammend her to you. 


Aen. Name her not now, Sir; ſhe's a nnn theme. 
Hes. O, pardon; 1 en | 
Neſt. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft, 
Labouring for deſtiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekiſh youth: and I have ſeen thee, | 
As hot as Perſeus, fpur thy Phrygian ſteed, 
Deſpiſing many forfeits and ſubduments, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanced ſword i' the air, 


Not letting it decline on the declined ; 
That I have ſaid to ſome my ſanders-by, 


Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 

And I have ſeen thee paule, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
Like as Olympian wreſtling : This have I ſeen ; 


'But this thy countenance, all lock'd in ſteel, 
1 never ſaw *till now. I knew thy grandſire, 


And once fought with him : he was a ſoldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
ö Never 
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Ne ver like thee: Let an old man embrace thee; | 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents, 
Ane. Iis the old Neſtor. 
Hee. I. et me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That haſt fo long walk'd hand in hand with time: 
Moſt reverend Neſtor, 1 am glad to Tlaſp thee. 
Nef. I would, my arms could match thee in contention, 
As they contend with thee n courteſy. 
Hef. I would they could. ſmorrow. 
Ne. Ha! by this white beard, I'd fight with thee to- 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have ſeen the time 
Uly/. J wonder now how yonder city ſtands, 
When we have here her baſe and pillar by us. 
Het. I know your favour, lord Ulyſſes, well. 
Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan deed, 
Since firſt I. ſaw yourſelf and Diomed 
In Ihon, on your Greekiſh embaſl*.. 
Uly/. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue :: 
My prophecy d but half hi journey yet; 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 
Yon towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the clouds, 
Muſt kiſs their own feet. 
Hef. I muſt not believe you: 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian ſtone will coſt 
A drop of Grecian blood: The end crowns all; 
And that old common arbitrator, Ts; 
Will one day end it. | 
Ny. So to him we leave it: 
Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, ebene . 
After the general, I beſeech you next 
To feaſt with me, and fee me at my tent. 
Achil. 1 ſhall foreſtall thee, lord Ulyſſes, thou 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ; 
have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. ; 
Hee. Is this Achilles? 
Achil. 1 am Achilles. 


Hed, Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 
$-3-: - 1 Achill. 
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Acbil. Behold thy fill. 
Hef, Nay, I have done already. : 
_ Achil. Thou art too brief; I will the ſecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 
Heck. O, like a book of ſport thou'lt read me o'er ; 
But there's more in me, than thou underſtand'ſt. 
Why doſt thou ſo oppreſs me with thine eye? 

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I deſtroy him ? whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name; 

And make diſtin the very breach, whereout. 
Hector's great ſpirit flew : Anſwer me, heavens ! 
Hef. It would diſcredit the bleſt gods, proud man: 
To anſwer ſuch a queſtion : Stand again: 
Think'ſt thou to catch my life ſo pleaſantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 
Acbil. I tell thee, yea. 
Hee, Wert thou an oracle to tell me low 
Fd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well; 
For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there; 
But, by the forge that ſtithy'd Mars his helm, 
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o' er.— 
| You wiſeſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His inſolence draws folly from my lips; - 
But I'll endeavour Geods to match theſe words, 
Or may I never | 

Ajax. Do not chake thee, couſin ; ; 

And you, Achilles, let theſe Fe. alone, 
Till accident, or purpoſe, bring you to't : 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have ſtomach ; the general ſtate, I fear, 

Can ſcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 

Hee. 1 pray you, let us ſee you in the field; 
We have had pelting wars, ſince you refus'd 
The Grecians' cauſe. | 

Achil. Doſt thou intreat me, Hector: 
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; ; 
To-night, all friends. 
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Het. Thy hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firſt, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent; 
There in the full convive we: afterwards, | 
As HeQor's leiſure and your bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat him.— 

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great ſoldier may his welcome know. [ Exeunts 
Manent TRoOWUs, and ULYSSES. 

Tre roi. My lord Ulyſſes, tell me, I beſeech you, 

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep? | 

Uly/.. At Menelaus' tent, moſt princely Troilus: 
There Diomed doth feaſt with him to-night ; 

Who neither looks on heaven, nor on the earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creſſid. | 
Troi. Shall I, ſweet lord, be bound to you ſo much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither? 
Uly/. You ſhall command me, Sir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy? Had ſhe no lover there, 


- 'That wails her abſence ? 


Troi. O, Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their ſcars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord? 
She was belov'd, ſhe lov'd ; ſhe is, and doth: 


But, ſtill, ſweet love is food for fortune's tooth. [ Exeunt. 


* 


—— 
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ACT Y. ScENE I. 


AchiLLESs' Tent.. Enter ACHILLES, and PATROCLUS, 


: | | Achilles. + 

Pu heat his blood with Greekiſh wine to-night, 
Which with my ſcimitar I'll cool to-morrow . 
Patroclus, let us feaſt hin to the height, 
Pair, Here comes Therſites. 


— % * * IF 
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Eater TRERSIT ES. 
Achil. How now, theu core of envy? 
Thon cruſty batch of nature, what's the news? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou ſeemeſt, and 
idol of idiot-worſhippers, here's a letter ſer thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment? 

Ther, Why, thou full diſh of fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The ſurgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 
Patr. Well faid, adverſity! and what need theſe tricks? 

Ther. Pr'ythee be filent, boy; I profit not by thy talæk: 
thou art thought to be Achilles'“ male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue! What's that? 

Ther. Why, his maſculine whore. Now the rotten 
diſeaſes of the fouth, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o'gravel i' the back, lethargies, cold palfies, raw 
eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders ſull of 
impoſthume, ſciaticas, lime-kilns i' the palm, incurable 
bone-ach, and the rivell'd fee-ſimple of the tetter, take and 
take again ſuch prepoſterous diſcoveries ! | 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what: 
meaneſt thou to curſe thus ? 

Ther. Do I curſc thee? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you ets un- 
diſtinguiſhable cur, no. 

Ther. No? why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle 
immaterial ſkein of fleeve ſilk, thou green ſarcenet flap 
for a ſore eye, thou taſſel of a prodigal's purſe, thou? 
Ah, how the poor world is peſter'd with ſuch water 
flies; diminutives of nature! 

Patr. Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch egg ! 

Acbil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite- 
From my great purpoſe in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ; 

A token from her daughter, my fair love; 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 

An cath that I have ſworn. I will not break it : 
Fall, Greeks; fail, fame; honour, or go, or ſtay ; 
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| My major 1 vow lies here, this I'll obey.— 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my tent; 
This night in banquetting muſt all be ſpent.— 


Away, Patroclus. [Exennt, 


Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, theſe 


two may run mad; but if with too much brain, and too 


little blood they do, I'll be a curer of madmen. Here's 
Agamemnon,——an honeſt fellow enough, and one that 
loves quails; but he hath not ſo much brain as ear-wax: 
And the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his bro- 
ther, the bull,—the primitive ſtatue, and oblique me- 
morial of cuckolds; a thrifty ſhooting-horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother's leg,—to what form, but that he 
is, ſhould wit larded with malice, and malice forced with 
wit, turn him? To an-aſs, were nothing; he is both aſs 
and ox: to an ox were nothing; he is both ox and aſs, 
To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, 
an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would 
not care: but to be a Menelaus.— I would conſpire againſt 
deſtiny. Aſk me not what I would be, if I were not 
Therſites; for I care not to be the louſe of a lazar, fo I 
were not Menelaus———Hey-day ! ! ſpirits, and fires! | 


TZuter Hzcron, TxroiLBs, Alax, AGAMEMNON, h 
SES, NESTOR, and DIOMED, with Lights, 


Aga. We go wrong. we go wrong, 
Aja. No, yonder tis; 
There, where we ſee the light. 
Hee. I trouble you. 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 
U. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 
Enter ACHILLES, - : 
Achil. Weleame, brave Hector; welcome, princes all. 
Aga. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 
Het. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks' n 
Men. Good night, my lord. 
Hee, Good night, ſweet lord Menelaus. 
. 5 | Ther. 
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Ther. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth a! ſweet ſink, 
ſweet ſewer. 
Acbil. Good night, and welcome, both at 85 to — 5 
That go, or tarry. 
Aga. Good night. [ Zreunt Ad AM. and MENEL, 
-/chil. Old Neſtor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
f Keep Hector company an hos or two. 
Die. I cannot, lord; J have important buſineſs, 
The tide whereof is now.—Good night, you Hector. 
He. Give me your hand, : 
U!y. Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas' tent ; 
Py keep you company. | [To TROILUS, 
Troi. Sweet fir, you honour me. 
Hef. And ſo, good night. 
Acbil. Wen come, enter my tent. 


— 7 
* * 
5 N 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. 

Ther. That ns Diomed's a falſe-hearted rogue, a 
moſt unjuſt knave; I will no more trait him when he 
leers, than I will a ſerpent when he hiſſes: he will ſpend 
his mouth, and promiſe, like Brabler the hound; but 
when he performs, aſtronomers foretel it; it is ae 
there will come ſome change; the ſun borrows of the 
moon, when Diomed kreps his word. I will rather leave 
to ſee Hector, than not to dog bim: they ſay, he keeps 
a Trojan drab, and uſes the traitor Calehas his tent: I'll 
after. Nothing but lechery ! all incoatinent virtues. Exit. 
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Carcnas's Tent. Enter DromrD. 


Dio. What, are you up Bere, ho! 4 88 
Cal. Who calls? 
Dio Diomed. 

Calchas, I think. Where is your daughter? 
Cal. She comes to you. 


* 


Enter 
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Enter TRO1LVS, 5 Urrsszs, af a Di iftance; after them 
'THERSITES, 


Uly. Stand where the torch may not diſcover us. 
| Enter CRESsSsIDA. | 
Trot. Creſſid come forth to him 
Dio. How now, my charge ? 
Cre. Now, my ſweet guardian !—Hark, 
A word with you. [WV hiſpert, 
Troi. Yea, ſo familiar! | 
Uly. She will ſing any man at firſt ſight. 
Ther. And any man 
May ſing her, if he can take her cliff; ſhe's noted. 
Dio. Will you remember ? 
Cre. Remember yes. 
Dio. Nay, but do then; 


And let your mind be coma with your words, 


Troi. What ſhould ſhe remember? 

I. Liſt! 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Ther. Roguery ! 

Dio. Nay, then,— 

Cre, I'll tell you what 

Dio. Pho! pho! come, tell a pin: you are forſworn.— 
Cre. In faith, I cannot : What would you have me do? 
Ther. A juggling trick, to be ſecretly open. 

Dio. What did you ſwear you would beſtow on me? 
Cre. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 


Bid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek. 
Dio. Good night. 


Troi. Hold, patience ! 

D. How now, Fein. 

Cre. Diomed, 

Die. No, no, good night : I'll be Jour: fool no more. 
Trot. Thy better muſt. 

Cre. Hark, one word in your ear, 

Troi. O plague and madneſs! | 
. Vou are mov'd, prince; let us depart, [ Pray you, 
Left your diipleaſure ſhould enlarge itſelf 


To 


- 
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To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly; ; I beſeech you, go 
Troi. Behold, I pray you! 
Uly/ſ. Now, good my lord, go off: 
You flow to great diſtraction: come, my lord. 
Troi. I pr'ythee, ſtay. | 
CN Vou have not patience; come. 
Troi. I pray you, ſtay; by hell, and by hell's torments, 
J will not ſpeak a word, a f 
Dio. And ſo, good night. f 
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger. 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee? 
O wither'd truth 
Dy. Why, how now, my lord t 5 
Troi. By Jove, I will be patient. | 
Cre. Guardian — hy, Greek! 8 
Dio. Pho, pho! adieu; you palter. 
Cre. In faith, I do not; come hither once again. 
U. You ſhake; my lord, at ſomething; will you go? 
You will break out. 
Troi. She ſtrokes his cheek ! | 
Ulyſ. Come, come. : 
Troi. Nay, ſtay; by Jove, I will not ſpeak a word: 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience :—ſtay a little while. 
Ther. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, and 
potatoe finger, tickles theſe together ! Fry, lechery, fry ! 
Dio. But will you then? 
Cre, In faith, I will, la; never truſt me elſe, 
Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Cre. I'll fetch you one. 
y You have ſworn patience, 
Troi. Fear me not, my lord; 
J will not be myſelf, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel; I am all patience. 
"4 5 Re-enter CxxssIDA. 
. Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now! 
Cre. Here, Diomed, keep this ſleeve. 


Tra. 
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Troi. O beauty! 
Where is thy faith? 
_ Uly.. My lord, —— 
Troi, I will be patient; outwardly, I will. 
Cre. You look npon that fleeve ; Behold it well. 
He lov'd me—0 falſe wench !—Give't me again. 
Dio. Whoſe was't ? 
Gre. It is no matter, now I have't again. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow night: 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, viſit me no more. 
Ther. Now ſhe ſharpens ;—Well ſaid, „ whetitohs, 
Dio. I ſhall have it. 
Cre. What, this? 
Dio. Ay, that. 
Cre. O, all you gods O pretty pretty pledge! 
Thy maſter now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me; and ſighs, and takes my glove, 
And gives memorial dainty kiſſes to it, 
As I kiſs thee.—Nay, do not ſnatch it from me; 
He, that takes that, muſt take my heart withal. 
Dio. Thad your heart before, this follows AS 8 
Troi. I did ſwear patience. 
Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diomed ; faith you ſhall not; 
F'll give you ſomething elſe. 
Dio. I will have this; Whoſe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Dio. Come, tell me whoſe it was? 
Cre, Twas one's that lov'd me better than you will. 
But, now you have it, take it. 7; 
Dio. Whoſe was it? 
Cre. By all Diana's waiting-women yonder, 
And by herſelf, I will not tell you whole. 
Dio. 'To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve his ſpirit, that dares not challenge it. 
Trei. Wer't thou the devil, and wor'ſt it on thy hors, . 
It ſhould be Kutten . 
Cre. Well, well, tis done, tis paſt; And yet it is not; 
Iwill not keep my word. 
Vor. VII. 0 Dis. N 
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Dio. Why then, farewel ; : 
Thou never ſhalt mock Diomed again. 
Cre. You ſhall not go: — One cannot ſpeak : a word, 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you. | 
Dio. I do not like this fooling. 
Ter. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you, 
Pleaſes me belt. 
Dio. What, ſhall I come? the hour? 
Cre. Ay, come: O Jove! 
Do, come : I ſhall be plagu'd. 
Dio. Farewel *till then. [ Exit, 
Cre. Good night. I pr'ythee, come. 
Troilus, farewel ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 
Bur with my heart the other eye doth ſee.— 
Ah! poor our ſex! this fault in us I find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind: 
What error leads, muſt err; O then conclude, 
Minds, ſway'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. [ Exit, 
Ther. A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more, 
Unleſs ſhe ſay, My mind is now turn'd whore. 
E. AlWs done, my lord. 
Trroi. It is. | 
Ulyſ. Why ſtay we then? 
| Troi. To make a recordation to my ſoul 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke. 
But, if I tell how theſe two did co-act, 
Shall I not lie in publiſhing a truth ? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, . 
That doth invert the atteſt of eyes and ears; 
As if thoſe organs had deceptious functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Creſſid here? 
LD. 1 cannot conjure, Trojan. 
Tri. She was not, ſure, 
. Moſt ſure, ſhe was. 
Troi. Why my negation hath no taſte of madneſs. 
LV. Nor mine, my lord: Creſſid v was here but now. 
| . 


i 
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Troi. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 

Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 

To ſtubborn critics---apt, without a theme, 

For depravation=--to ſquare the general ſex 

By Creſlid's rule: rather think this not Creſſid. 
D. What hath ſhe done, prince, that can ſoil our mo- 
Troi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe, {[thers? 
Ther, Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own eyes ? 
Troi. This ſhe? no, this is Diomed's Creſſida: 

If beauty have a ſoul, this is not ſhe ; | 

If ſouls guide vows, if vows be ſanctimony, 

If ſanctimony be the god's delight, 

If there be rule in unity itſelf, 

This is not ſhe. O madneſs of diſcourſe, 

That cauſe ſets up with and againſt itſelf ! 

Bi-fold authority ! where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition, and loſs aſſume all reaſon 
Without revolt; this is, and is not, Creſſid! 
Within my ſoul there doth commence a fight 

Of this ſtrange nature, that a thing inſeparate 
Divides far wider than the ity and earth; 
And yet the ſpacious breadth of this diviſion 
Admits no orifice for a point, as ſubtle 
As Arachne's broken woof, to enter, 
Inſtance, 'O initance! ſtrong as Pluto's gates; 
Crefiid as mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 
Inſtance, O inſtance! ſtrong as heaven itſelf; 
The bonds of heav'n are ſlipp'd, diſſolv'd, and Icos'd; 
And with another knot, fi ve-ſinger-tied, 
The fractions of her faich, orts of her love, 
'The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greaſy reliques 
Of her o'er- eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

U. May worthy Troilus be half attach'd 
With that which here his paſſion doth cxpreſs ? 

Troi. Ay, Greek; and that ſhall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus: never did young man fancy 
With ſo eternal, and fo fix'd a ſoul. 
Hark, Greek ;—As much as I do Creſſid love, | 
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So much by weight hate I her Diomed : 

That fleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm; 
Were it a caſque co:npos'd by Vulcan's ſkill, 

My ſword ſhould bite it: not the dreadful ſpout, 
Which ſhipmen do the kurricano call, 
Conſtring'd in maſs by the almighty fun, 

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 

In his deſcent, than ſhall my promptgd ſword 

F alling on Diomed, . 

Ther. Hc'll tickle it for his concupy. 

270. O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid! falſe, falſe, falſe ! 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, 

Ard they'll feem glorious. 
CI. O, contain yourſelf ; 
Your paſſion draws ears hither. 
| iter EN EAS... 
Ene. I have been ſecking you this hour, my lord: 
H: ctor, by this, is arming him in Troy; 
Ajax, your guard, ſtays to conduct you home. 

Troi. Have with you, prince: My courteous lord, 
Farewel, revolted fair — and, Diomed, adieu: 
Stand faſt, and wear a caſtle on thy head! 

U!y/. I'll bring you tothe gates. 

Troi. Accept diſtracted thanks. | 

. | Exceunt TROILUS, ZENEAS, and ULYSSES. 
Ther. Would, I. could meet that rogue Diomed! I 
would croak like a raven; I would bode, I would bode. 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this whore : the parrot will not do more for an almond, 
than he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery ; ſtill, 
wars and lechery ; nothing elſe holds faſhion :; A burning 
devil take chem! 1 | Exit. 
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SCENE III. 
The Palace of Troy. Enter HECTOR, and ANDROMACHNE. 


And. When was my lord ſo much ungently temper'd, 
To ſtop his ears againſt admoniſhment? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hee. You train me to offend you; get you in: 

By all the everlaſting gods, I'll go. | 
And. My dreams will, ſure, prove ominous to-day. 
Hee, No more, I ſay. 

Enter CASSANDRA.. 

Caf. Where is my brother Hector? 

And. Here, ſiſter; arm'd, and bloody in intent: 
Conſort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Purſue we him on knees; for I have dreamt 

Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 

Hath nothing been but thapes and forms of ſlaughter. 
Caſe O, it is true. 

He. Ho! bid my trumpet ſound !' 

Caf. No notes of ſally for the heavens, ſweet brother. 

Hef. Begone, I fay : the gods have heard me ſwear. 

Caſ. The gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh vows ; 

They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 

Than fpotted livers in the ſacrifice. _ 

And. O! be perſuaded ; Do not count it holy * 

To hurt by being g Juſt : it is as lawful, 

For us to count we give what's gain'd by theſts, 

And rob in the behalf of charity.. 

Caf. It is the purpoſe, that makes ſtrong 22 vow ; . 
But vows, to every purpoſe muſt not hold 5 | 
Unarm, ſweet Hector. 

Hect. Hold you ſtill, I ſay; | 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 

Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 

Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 

Berg 3 | Enter 
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Euter TROILUS, 
How now, young man?-mean'ſt thou to fight to-day? 
Aud. Caſtandra, call my. father. to perſuade. 
[ Exit CaSSANDRA, 
Heat, No, 'faith young Troilus; doff thy 2 youth; 
Jam to-day i' the vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy.ſinews till their knots be ſtrong, . 
| And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the war. 
. Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
f PI ſtand, to- day, for thee, and me, and Troy. | 
Troi. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
Which better fits a lion, than a man, 
Hed. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide me for it, 
Toi. When many times the captive Grecians fall, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair ſword, 
You bid them riſe, and live. 


r Fleck. O, tis fair play. 

7 ? = Troi. Fool's play by heaven, Hector. 

3 Hect. How now? how. now? | 
3 Troi. For the love of all the gods, 

| £ Eet's leave the hermit pity with our mother ; 20 


And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our ſwords; 
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. 
27:8. Fie, ſavage, fie 
Troi. Hector, then *tis wars. 
77-3. Troilus, I would not have you aght to-day... 
Troi. Who ſhould withhold me? 
Tot fate, cbedience, nor the hand of Mars 
 Beckoning with fiery. truncheon my retire z 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
"I heir eyes ol er-galled with recourſe of tears; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true ſword ls. 
Oppos'd to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my way, 
Put by my rum. 
= Re-enter CASSANDRA, with Pram. | 
Cor Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faſt : 
He iz thy crotch ; now if thou Joſe thy ſtay, 
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Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all together. 
Priam, Come, Hector, come, go 1 
Thy wife hath dreamt; thy mother hath had viſions 3 
Caſſandra doth foreſee; and I myſelf N 
Am like a prophet feddenty enrapt, 
Io tell thee— that this day is ominous: 
Therefore, come back, 
Hee. Eneas is a-field ; 
And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the face of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 
Priam. But thou ſhalt not go. 
Hect. I mult not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear ſir; 
Let me not ſhame reſpect ; but give me leave 
To take that courſe by your conſent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 
Caf. O Priam, yield not to him. 
And, Do not, dear father; 
Hee. Andromache, I am offended with you. 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 
[ Exit AnDROMACHE, 
Troi. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious girl 
Makes all theſe bodements. 
Caſ. O farewel, dear Hector 
Look, how thou dy'ſt! look, how thy eye turns pale! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 
Hark, how 'Troy roars! how Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor Andromache ſhrills her dolours forth! 
Behold, diſtraction, frenzy, and amazement, 
Like witleſs antics, one another meet, 
And all cry —He&or! Hector's dead! O Hector! 
Troi. Away l. Away! 
Caſ. Farewel. Yet ſoft: Hector, I take my leave: 
Thou doſt thyfelf and all our Troy deceive. [ Exit. 
Hect. You are amaz'd, my lege, at her exclaim ; 
Go in, and cheer the town: we'll ſorth, and fight ; 
Do deeds worth praiſe, and tell you them at night. 


Priam. 
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Priam. Farewel : The gods with ſafety ſtand about 
thee ! if [ Exit PRIAM. Alarums, 
Trei. They are at it; hark! Proud Diomed, believe, 

I come to loſe my arm, or win my ſleeve, 
Enter PANDARUS. 
Pan, Do you hear, my lord ? do you nan ? 
Troi. What now? 


Pan. Here's a letter come from yon” poor girl. 


Troi. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreſon phthiſic, a whoreſon raſcally phthiſic 
fo troubles me, and the fooliſh fortune of this girl; and: 
what one thing, what another, that I ſhall leave you one 
o' theſe days: And I have a rheum in mine eyes too; 
and ſuch an ach in my bones, that, unleſs a man were 
curſt, I cannot tell what to think on't. What ſays ſhe 
there ? 

Troi, Words, words, mere words, no matter, from the 

heart; [ Tearing the Letter. 


The effect doth operate another way. 


Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together. 


My love with words and errors ſtill ihe feeds; 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

Pan. Why, but hear you——— | 

Troi. Hence, broker lacquey ! '—ignomy and'ſhame 
Purſue thy life, and live aye with thy name! [ Exeunt. 


en A. — — * 
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_ SCENE IF. 


Between Troy and the Camp. | Alarum.) Enter TuERSITES. 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ; Pl 


go look on. That diſſembling abominable varlet, Dio- 


med, has got that ſame ſcurvy doting fooliſh young knave's 


fleeve of Troy, there, in his helm: I would fain ſee them 


meet; that ſame young Trojan aſs, that loves the whore 
there, might ſend that Greekiſh whore-maſterly villain, 


with the ſleeve, back to the diſſembling luxurious drab, 


of a ſleeveleſs errand, O' the other ws The policy of 
thoſe 
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thoſe crafty ſwearing raſcals, that ſtale old mouſe · eaten 
dry cheeſe, Neſtor; and that ſame dog- fox, Ulyſſes,— 
is not prov'd worth a black-berry :—They ſet me up, in 
policy, that mungrel cur, Ajax, againſt that dog of as bad 
a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur Ajax prouder than 
the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day 5 whereupon the 
Grecians begin to proclaim barbariſm, and policy grows 
into an ill opinion. Soft! here comes leeve, and t' other. 
Enter DioMED, and TRollLus. 

2 roi. Fly not; for, ſhouldſt thou take * river 
Styx, I would vel after, 

Dio. Thou doſt miſ-call retire 7 
I do not fly; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude : 
Have at thee! [ They go off, -fobting. 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! —now for thy whore, 
'Trojan - now the fleeve, now the fleeve ! 

b Enter HECTOR, 

Il:8. What art thou, Greek? art thou for HeQor's 
Art thou of blood, and honour ? [match ? 

| Ther. No, no: -I am a raſcal; a ſcurvy railing 5 0 
a very filthy rogue. | 

Hed. I do believe thee ;---live. | _ 

Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou. wilt believe me! But a 
Plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! what's become 
of the wenching rogues ? I think, they have ſwallow'd 
one another: I would laugh at that miracle. Yet, in a 
ſort, lechery eats itſelf, I'll ſeek them. | [Exits 


= 


— — — 
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SCENE 7. 


The ſame. Enter DIOMED, and à Servant. 


Dio. Go, go, my ſervant, take thou Troilus' horfe ; 
Preſent the fair ſteed to my lady Creſſid: 

Fellow commend my ſervice to her beauty; 

Fell her, I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 


* 
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Serv. I go, my lord. 

Enter AGAMEMNON. 
e Renew, renew : The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menno: baſtard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus priſoner; 
And ſtands coloſſus-wiſe, waving his beam, 
Upon the paſhed courſes of the kings 
Epiſtrophus and Cedius : Prolixenes is ſlain; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt; 
Patroclus ta'en, or ſlain; and plies 
Sore hurt and bruis'd : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers; haſte we, Dionicd, 
To reinforcement, or we periſh all. 

Enter NxSTOR. 

Neſt. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
And bid the ſnail-pac'd Ajax arm for ſhame. 
There is a thouſand Hectors in the field: 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horſe, 
And there lacks work; ar on, he's there afoot, 
And there they fly, or die, like ſcaled ſculls | 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtrawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower's ſwath ; 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes ; 
Dexterity ſo obeying appetite, | 
That what he will, he does; and does ſo 6" 
That proof f is call'd impoſſibility. 

Enter ULYSSES, * 

Uby. O, churage, courage, Princes ! ! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, curſing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have rouz'd his drowſy blood, 
Togetker with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That noſeleſs, handleſs, hack'd and chip'd come to him, 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loſt a friend, 

And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to- day 

Mad and fantaſtic execution; 

Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, 

With ſuch a careleſs force, and forceleſs care, 
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As if that luck, in very ſpite of cunning, 


Bade him win all. 
Enter AJAX. | b 
Ajax. Troilus! thou coward Troilus l. { Exit. 
Dio. Ay, there, there. | . 
Neft. So, ſo, we draw together. | [ Exeunt. 


Enter ACHILLES. 

Acbil. Where i is this Hector? | 
Come, come, thou boy-queller, ſhew thy face; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 

Hector! where's Hector? I will none but Hector. 
| | [Exit 


- 2 
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SCENE VI. 


Another Part of the Field. Re- enter AJAX, 


Ajax, Troilus, thou coward Troilus, ſhew thy head! 
Enter D10MED. 
Dio. Troilus, I ſay ! where's Troilus ? 
Ajax, What wouldſt thou? 
Dio, 1 would corre& him. 
Ajax, Were I the general, thou ſhouldt have my office, 
E'er that correction: Troilus, 1 ſay ! what, Troilus! 
Enter TRoILUs, 
Troi. O traitor Diomed turn thy falſe face, thou 1 matte, 
And pay thy life thou ow'ſt me for my horſe! 
Dio. Ha! art thou there? 
Ajax, IL'Il fight with him alone; ſtand, Diaet 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
Troi. Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at yon 
both, [Exeunt, fighting, 
Enter HecToR. : 


Hect. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my TR bro · 
ther! 


Enter ACHILLES. 
Achil. Now do I ſee thee: Ha !—Have at thee, Hector. 
Hed, Pauſe, if thou wilt, [ Fight. 


a | | Achil, 
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Achil, I do diſdain thy courteſy, proud Trojan, 
Be happy, that my arms are out of uſe: 


| My reſt and negligence befriend thee now, 


But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again; 
Till when, go ſeek thy fortune. 
Hef. Fare thee well: 
I would have been much more a freſher man, 
Had I expected thee.—How no, my brother? 
Re-enter TROILUS. 
Tol. Ajax hath ta'en Eneas; Shall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He ſhall not carry him; I'll be taken too, 
Or bring him off :—Fate, hear me what I ſay! 
I reck not though I end my life to-day. [ Exit. 
Enter one in Armour. 
Hes. Stand, ſtand, thou Greek; thouart a goodly mark;= — 
No ? wilt thou not ?—l like thy armour well; 
I'll fruſh it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But I'll be maſter of it :—Wilt thou not, beaſt, - abide ? . 
Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [ Exit, 


— 
* 


* 


8 


SCENE VII. 


The ſame. Enter ACBILLES, zwith MYRMIDONS, 


Acbil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons; 
Mark what I ſay,—Attend me where I wheel ; 
Strike not a ſtroke, but keep yourſelves in breath; 
And when 1 have the bloody Hector found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about; - 
In felleſt manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, Sirs, and my proceedings eye ;— 
It is decreed Hector the great muſt die. [ Egeunt, 
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SCENE VIII. 


— 


* 


The ſame. Enter TuER SITES, MBNELAUS, aod PARIS. 


Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at it: 
Now, bull! now, dog: Loo, Paris, Joo! now my Jouble- 
| hen'd ſparrow | oo, Paris, loo! The bull has the game: 
---' ware horns, ho! [ Exeunt PARIS and MRENELAus. 
| | Enter MA&GARELON, 
Mar, Turn, ſlave, and fight. 
Ther. What art thou? 1 
Mar. A baſtard ſon of Priam's. 2; 

Ther. I am a baſtard too; I love baſtards : I am a baſ- 
tard begot, baſtard inſtructed, baſtard in mind, baſtard 
in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore ſhould one baſtard ? Take 
heed, the quarrel's moſt ominous to us: if the ſon of a 
whore fight for a FRY he tempts judgment : Farewell, 
baſtard, 


Mar. The devil take thee, 1 | 1 


* 


SCENE IX. 


Another Part of the Field, Enter Hxcron. 


_ Hee. Moſt putrified core, ſo fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath coſt thy life. 
Now is my day's work done; Pll take good breath: 
Reſt, ſword ; thou haſt thy fill of blood and death ! 

| Enter ACHILLES, and his MYRMIDONS. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the ſun begins to ſet ; 

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels: 
Even with the vail and dark'ning of the ſun, - 
To cloſe the day up, Hector's life is done. 


He 1 am unarm'd; forego this vantage, Greek. 
Vor. VII. Ach. 
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Acbil. Strike, . ile this is the man I ſeek. 


[HecTor falls. 
$0, Illion, fall thou next! now, Trey, ſink down ; 


Here lies thy heart, thy ſinews, and thy bone.--- 

On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector ſlain. 

Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. | 
Myr. The Trojan trumpets ſound the like, my lord. 


Acbil. The dragon. wing of night o'erſpreads the earth, 
And, ſtickler-like, the armies ſeparate. 


My half-ſupt ſword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. 
Come, tie his body to my horſe's tail; 
Kong the 1 I will the Tagen trail. [ Exeunt. 
| Sound 1 ara Shout, 


„1 


eee 1 


* 


Tbe ſme. Enter AGAMEMNON, AJAX, MrxzLaus, NEs- 
TOR, DI0MEDSs, and the reſt, marching. 


Aga. Hark ! hark! what ſhout is that ? 
Ne, Peace, drums. 
Sol. Achilles Achilles! Hector' s ſlain! Achilles! 
Dio. The bruit is---HeRor's flain, and by Achilles, 
Ajax. If it be ſo, yet bragleſs let it be; 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. ; 
Aga. March patiently along ;---Let one be ſent, 
To pray Achilles ſee us at our tent. 


7 


If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy i is ours, and our 1 2 wars are ended. 


| [Exzurt. 
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SCENE 2 


Anoiber Part of the WR. Enter ENzA 8, and Trojans. 


Zune. Stand, ho! yet are we FRO of the field: 

Never 80 home; here ſtarve we out the night. | 
Enter TROILUS. 

7 roi, Hector is ſlain. 

AH. Hector? the gods forbid ! 2 

Tra, He's dead; and at the murderers horſe's tail, 
In beaſtly ſort, dragg'd through the ſhameful field. — 
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with ſpeed! 
Sit, gods, 5 aj your thrones, and ſmile at Troy! 
I ſay, at once! let your brief plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our ſure deſtructions on! 

ZEne. My lord, you do diſcomfort all the hoſt, 

Troi. You underſtand me not, that tell me ſo ; 
1 do not ſpeak of flight, of fear, of death; 
But dare all imminence, that gods, and men, 
Addreſs their dangers in. Hector is gone! 
Who ſhall tell Priam ſo, or Hecuba ? 
Let him, that will a ſcreech-owl aye be call'd, 
Go in to Troy, and ſay there—He&tor's dead: : 
There is a word will Priam turn to ſtone; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold ſtatues of the youth; and, in a word, 
Scare Troy out of itſelf. But, march, away: 
Hector is dead; there is no more to ſay, 
Stay yet ;—You vile abominable tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 
Let Titan riſe as early as he dare, 
FI! through and. through you !—And thou, great Giza 
No ſpace of earth ſhall funder our two hates; [coward{ 

I'll haunt thee, like a wicked conſcience ſtill, 
That mouldeth . ſwift as frenzy thoughts. ä 
N 1 Strke 
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Strike a free march to Troy !—with comfort go; 
Hope of revenge ſhall hide our inward woe. 
[Exeunt ANEaAs, ©, 
Enter PaxDaARUs/ 

Pax, Do you hear, my lord ; do you hear ? 

Troi. Hence, broker 8 ignomy and ſhame 
Purſuc "ay liſe, and live aye with thy name 

[Zcit Torre, 

Pas, A ts med'cine for my aching bones !— 
Oh, world: world! world? thus is the poor agent deſpis'd! 
O traitors and bawds, how earneſtly are you ſet a' work, 
and how ill requited ! Why, ſhould our endeavour be ſo 
lov'd, and the performance ſo loath d? what verſe for it? 
what inſtance for it ?---let me ſee: 

Full merrily the humble- bee doth ing, 

Till he hath loſt his honey, and his Ping : 2 

But being once ſubdu'd in armed tail, 

Sweet honey and ſweet notes together fail—— 
Good traders i in the fleſh, ſet this in your Wen cloths: 


As many as be here of Pandar's hall, 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar' 8 fall: 8 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give ſome groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and ſiſters, of the hold-door trade, 
Some two months hence my will ſhall here be made: 
It ſhould be now, but that my fear is this--- 
Some galled gooſe of Wiachefter would biſs: 
Till then, I'll ſweat, and ſeek about for caſes;  _ 
And, at that time, ba you my diſeaſcs. Exit. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


MEN. 


Saturninus, Son to to the late Emperor of Rome, and af- 
terwards declared Emperor himſelf. 
Jaſianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia. 
Titus Andronicus, a noble Roman, General againſt the Goths. 
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and Brother to 
Titus. 

Marcus, 
Quintus, 


—- , *+ Sonsto Titus Androgen 

Zucius, [- A (YO X hos 

Autius,” | TD | | 

Young Lucius, a EO IRE Son to 3 | | 

Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune, and Nephew to Ti L= 
tus Andronicus. 

Sempronius, 

Alar bus, 

Chiron, Sons to Tamara, 

Demetrius, Y | 

Aaron, a Moor, belov' 4 by Than: 

Captain from Titus's Camp. 

Amilius, a Meſſenger, 

Goths and Romans. 

Clown. N 


WOMEN. 


Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards married to 
Saturninus. 

Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

Nurſe, with a Black- a-moor Child. 

Senators, Judges, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


Scene, Rome; and the country near it. 
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TITUS ANDRON ICUS. 


ACT 7. 22222 2. 


Before the Capitol i in Name. as 1 Ba, Senators 
alaft, as in the Senate. Then enter SATURNINUS and bis 
Followers, at one Door; and BASSIANUS and bis Fallowers, 
at the other ; with Drum and Colours. 


Saturninur. 
Nos patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead. my ſucceſſive title with your ſwords : 
I am his firſt born ſon, that was the laſt 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome; 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. [right 
Baſ. Romans, friends, followers, — of my 
If ever Baſſianus, Cæſar's ſon, * 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this paſſage to the Capitol; 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 
The imperial ſeat, to virtue conſecrate, 
To juſtice, continence, and nobility ; 
But let deſert in pure election ſhine; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 


Enter Marcus ANDRONICUS aloft, with the Crown 


Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by factions; and by friends, 
Ambitiouſly for rule and empery ! 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A ſpecial party, have, by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Choſen. Andronicus, ſurnamed Pius, 
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| Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train'd np in arms. 
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For many good and great deſerts to Rome; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, R 
Lives not this day within the city walls: 


He by the ſenate is accited home, 


From weary wars againſt the barbarous Goths; 
That, with his ſons, a terror to our foes, - 


Ten ycars are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertook 
'This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 
Our enemies pride: Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons ' 
In coffins from the field. 
And now at laſt laden with e £ ſpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us entreat,---By honour of his name, 
Whom, worthily, you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and ſenate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, —— 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrength ; 
Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuitors ſhoald, 
Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs. 

Sat. How fair the tribune ſpeaks to calm my thoughts ! 

Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſo I do affy 
In thy uprightneſs and integrity, 
And ſo I love and honour thee, and thine, 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, 


WY 


And her, to whom our thoughts are humbled all, * 


Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 


That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 


And to my fortunes, and the people's favours, | 
Commit * cauſe 1 in 12 825 to be weigh'd. 
| , { Exeunt Soldiers, 

Sat. Trends that hank been thus forward in my right, 

I thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; 

And to the love and favour of my coutitry 

Commit myſelf, my perſon and the cauſe ; 

Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
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As I am confident and kind to chee.— 
Open the gates, and let me in. 
Baſ. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 
[ They go up into the Senate- Houſd, 


SCENE 11. | 
Enter a Captain- 


Capi. Romans, make way; the good Andronicus 
Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 
Suceſsful in the battles that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return'd, 

From where he circumſcribed with his ſword, 

And brought to n the enemies s of Rome. 


Sourd ewe, and Tee EP hes enter MuTivs and Ma Re 
cus: after them, two Men bearing à coffin cover d with 
black ; then Quixrus and Lucius. After them Titus 
ANDRONICU8 ; and then 'TAMORA, the Queen of Goths, 
ALARBUS, CHIRON, and DEMETRIUS, with AARON the 


Moor, Priſoners; Soldiers, and other Aitendants They 3 | 


doꝛun the Coffin, ond ITIT S ſpeaks, 


Tit. Hail, Rome, ae in thy morning weeds 
J.o, as the bark, that hath diſcharg'd her fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, | 
From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, | | 

To re- ſalute his country with his tears; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 
Ihou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant ſons, 

Half of the number that king Priam had, 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 

Theſe, that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love; 
Theſe, that I bring unto thei: lateſt home, 
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With burial among their anceſtors : 
Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my ford. 


Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 


Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy ſons, unburied yet, 


Make way to lay them by their brethren. 


| They open the tomb, 
There ereet in ſilence, as the dead were wont, 


And ſleep in peace, flain in your country's wars ! 


O ſacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many ſons of mine haſt thon in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 
Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 
Ad manes fratrum ſacrifice his fleſh, 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones; 
That ſo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth, 
Tit. I give him you; the nobleſt that ſurvives, 
The eldeſt ſon of this diſtreſſed queen. 
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, - -Gracious conqueror, 
ViQorious Titus, rue the tears I ſhed, . 


A mother's tears in paſſion for her ſon : 


And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my ſon to be as dear to me. a 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return, | 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ? 
But muſt my ſons be ſlaughter'd in the ſtreets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cauſe ? 
Ol if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in theſe; 
Andronicus, ſtain not thy tomb with blood; 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful ; 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge; 
Thrice noble Titus, ſpare my firſt-born fon. 
OT. - Tit. 


a8 1. | TITUS ANDRONICUS, 

Tit. Patient yourſelf, madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive, and dead; and for their brethren ſlain, 
Religiouſly they aſk a ſacrifice : 

To this your ſon is mark'd ; and die he muſt, 
To appeaſe their groaning dee that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him! and make a fire ſtraight ; 

And with our ſwords, upon a pile of wood, | * 
Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. 
[ Exeunt 'MuTius, Marcus, QuinTvs, 
and Evucivs, with ALARBUS., 
Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety! 

Chi, Was ever Scythia half ſo barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppoſe not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to reſt; and we ſurvive 
To tremble under Titus threatening look. 

Then, madam, ſtand reſolv'd; but hope withal, 
The ſelf-ſame gods, that arm'd the queen of 'Troy, 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge 

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths | 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes, 


Enter Murios, Maxcvus, QuinTvs, and Lucius. 


Tuc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd, 
And entrails feed the ſacrificing fire, 
Whoſe ſmoke, like incenſe, doth perfume the iy. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be ſo; and let Andronicus _ 
Make this his lateſt farewell to their ſouls. 

[ Then found Trumpets, and tay the Coffins in the Tomb, 

In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons ; 
Rome's readieſt champians, repoſe you here, 
| Secure ſrom worldly chances and miſhaps ! 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no envy ſwells, 
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Here grow no damned grudges, here no ſtorm, 
No noiſe, but ſilence and eternal fleep : | 
| Enter LAVINIA.. 
In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons ! 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame! 
Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obſequies 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the carth, for thy return to Rome : 
O, bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud. 
Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 


The cordial of mine age, to glad my heart 
Lavinia, live; out- live thy father's days, 


And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praiſe! 
Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes oſ Rome 
Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Aer. And welcome nephews, from ſucceſsful wars, 
You that.ſurvive, and you that ſleep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's ſervice drew your ſwords; 
But ſafer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
That hath aſpir'd to Solon's happineſs, 
Ard triumphs over chance, in honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whoſe friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their truſt, 
This palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue; 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With theſe our late-deceaſed emperor's ſons : 
Be candidutus then, and put it on, 
And help to ſet a head on headleſs Rome. 
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs : 
What! ſhould I don this robe, and trouble you? 
Be choſe with proclamations to-day ; 
To-morrow yield up rule, reſign my life, 


2 | And 


J. T zrus Au DbRoxvi cus. 181 


And ſet abroad new buſineſs for you all? 
Rome, I have been thy ſoldier forty years, 
And led my country's ſtrength ſucceſsfully; 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſons, 
Knighted in field, flain manfully in arms, 
In right and ſervice of their noble country - 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 

But not a ſceptre to controul the world: 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laſt. 

Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and aſk the empery. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canſt thou tell 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus.— 

Sat. Romans, do me right; 

Patricians, draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not, 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor ;— 
Andronicus, would thou were ſhip'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturninus? interrupter of the good 
hat noble-minded Titus means to thee 

Tit. Content thee, prince; I will reſtore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from themſelves, 

Baſ. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will do till I, die: 

My faction, if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 
J will moſt thankful be: and thanks, to men 

Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
i aſk your voices, and your ſuffrages; 

Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus, 

And gratulate his ſafe return to Rome, 
The people will accept who he admits. 

Tit. ribunes, I thank you: and this ſuit I make, 
That you create your emperor's eldeſt ſon, | 
Lord Saturnine ; whoſe virtues will, I hope, 

Reſlect on Rome, as "Titan's rays on earth, 

And ripen juſtice in this common-weal :; 

Then if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown him, and ſay, Long live our emperor / : 

Vor. VII. Q Mar. 


*. 
. 


— 


182 TITUS ANDRONICUS, Ad T. 


Ms: With voices and applauſe of every fort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And ſay, Long live our emperor Saturnine I 
A long Flouriſb, till they c. come down. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus: for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs : 
Ard, for an onſet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my empreſs, 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, miſtreſs of my heart, 
And in the ſacred Pantheon her eſpouſe: 
Tell me, Andrenicus, doth this motion pleafe thee ? 
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match, 
I ho!d me highly honour'd of your grace: 
And here, in fight of Rome, to Saturnine,— 
King and commander of our common-weal, 
The wide world's emperor,--do I conſecrate 
My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners; 
Prelonts well worthy Rome's imperial lord: 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
line honour's enſigns humbled at thy feet. 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome ſhall record; and, when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable deſerts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 
Tit. New, madam, are pol priſoner to an emperor z 
[To TAMORA, 
To him, that for your honour and your ſtate, 
Wil uſe you-nobly, and your followers. 
Sat. A goodly lady, truſt me; of the hue 
That I would chooſe, were I to chooſe anew. 
| Cleat up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance | 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheers 
Thou com'ſt not to he made a ſcorn in Rome: 


Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. 


Reſt 


FARK. TITUS. AN DRON NVS. 1833 


Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam, he comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths. 
Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 
Lav, Not I, my lord; fith true nobility 
Warrants theſe words in princely courteſy. 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia.---Romans, let us go 2 
Ranſomcleſs here we ſet our priſoners free; 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Baſ. Lord Titus, by You leave, this maid is mine. 
| [ Scisiag LAVISIAL 
Tit. How, Sir? Are you in earneſt then, my lord? 
Baſ. Ay, noble Titus; and reſoiv'd withal, 
To do myſelf this reaſon and this right. 
[ The Emperor courts TANMORA 1 dumb Beru. 
Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman juſtice: 
5 This prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the-emperor's guard ? 
Treaſon, my lord; Lavinia is ſurpris d. | 
Sat. Surpris d. By whom? * 
Ba/.. By him that juſtly may 
Bear. his betroth'd from all the world away. 
| [ Exit BA8SSI1ANUS with LAvIN IA. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword 1 11 keep this door ſafe. 
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you paſs not here. 
Tit, What! villain boy, 
Barr'ſt me my way in Rome? [Trrus ills Mur. 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help! | 
Tuc. My lord, you are unjuſt, and more than ſo; 
In wrongful quarre] you have ſlain your ſon. 
Tit. Not thou, nor he, are any ſons of mine; 
My ſons would never fo diſhonour me: 
1raitor, reſtore Lavinia to the emperor, 
Luc, Bead, if you will; but not to be his wife, 
That is ancther' s lawſul promis d love. 
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Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs ber n not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock : 
I'll truſt by leiſure, him that mocks me once; 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty ſons, 
Confederates all thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a ſtale of, 
But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus, 
Agree theſe deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That faid'ſt, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 
Tit. O monſtrous } what reproachful words are theſe } 
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece, 
Fo him that flouriſh'd for her with his ſword : Wo 
A valiant ſon-in law thou ſhalt enjoy ; | 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons, 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of. Rome. 
Tit. Theſe words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths, . 
That, like the ftately Phœbe mong her nymphs, 
Do? over-ſhine the gallant'ſt dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 
Bebold, I chooſe thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee empreſs of Rome. 
Spcak, qucen of Goths, doſt thou applaud 11 choice R 
And here 1 Near by all the Romans Gods, 
Sith prieſt and holy water are ſo near, 
And tapers burn ſo bright, and every thing 
In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtands, 
F will not re- ſalute the ſtreets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, *ril! from forth this place 
I lead eſpous'd my bride along with me, 
Tem. And here, in ſight of heaver, to Rome ! 22 270 
H Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his deſires, 
A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth. 
Sat. Aﬀcend, fair queen, Pantheon : Lords, accompany 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
W hoſe wiſdom hath her fortune conquered : 


There ſhall] we conſummate our ſpouſal rites, [ Exeunt. 
| | Manet 
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| Manent 'TiTUs ANDRONICUS: 
Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride ;— 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
\ Diſhonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 


| Enter Marcus AxDpRONICus, Lucius, QUiNTUs ard 
Marcus. 


Aar. O, Titus, ſee, O, ſee, what thow haſt done ! r 
In a bad quarrel {lain a virtuous ſon. 

Tit. No, fooliſh tribune, no; no ſon of mine,. 
Nor thou, nor theſe confedeteins in the deed 
'That hath diſhonour'd ail our family ; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy ſons! 

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren, 

Tit. Traitors, away ! he reſts not in this tomb. 

This monument five. hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re- edifled; 
Here'none but ſoldiers, and Rome's ſervitors, , 
Repoſe in fame; none baſely ſlain in brawls :!— 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar, My lord, this is impiety in you : 

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him; 


He muſt be buried with his brethren, [Trrus“ Sos pe. 


Sons, And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 


Tit, And ſhall ? n Ps was it ſpoke that word? 
a [Tirus' Son ſpeaks, 


Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my deſpight ? 
Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
Jo pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 0 Val 
Tit. Marcus, even thou haſt ſtruck upon my creſt, 
And, with theſe boys, mine honour thou haſt wounded... 
My foes I do repnte you every one; 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
Luc. He is not with himſelf; let us withdraw. 
Duin. Not 1, till Mutius' bones be buried, 
[Te Urotber and the Sons kneel. 
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Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeak. - 
Tit, Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my ſoul, .— 
Luc. Dear father, ſou] and ſubſtance of us all. 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 

His noble nephew here in virtue's neſt, 

That died in honour and Lavinia's cauſe. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous, 

'The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 

That flew himſelf; and wiſe Laertes' ſon 

Did graciouſly.plead for his funerals : : 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy; joy, 

Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rife, Marcus, riſe :=-- 
The diſmalleſt day is this, that e'er I faw, 
To be diſhonour'd by my ſons in Rome 


Well, bury him, and bury me the next. | 
[ They put Lim int the Tonk. 


Luc. There lie thy bones, fweet Mutius, with thy Minds, 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb 
5 (They all Ineel and ſay ; 
No man ſhed tears for noble Mutius; ; 
He lives in fame, that dy'd in virtue's 1 

Mar. My lord. to ſtep out of theſe dreary & 
How comes it, that the ſubtle queen of Goths 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is; 
If by device, or no, the heavens can tell; 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn ſo far Pl 
Yes, and will nobly him remuntrate, 


Flouriſs. Re-enter / the pn, Tamora, Cu RON, wy 
METRIUS, 20175 AARON 1he Moor, at one Door : At the 
ether Door, Ba$S1ANUS and LAviNIa, evith other So 


Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have play'd your prize; 
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride, 
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| Baſ: And you of yours, my lord: I fay no more, | 
Nor with no leſs; and ſo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this rape. 

Baſ. Rape, call you it, my lord, to ſeize my own, 
My true betrothed love, and now my wife ? 

But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Mean while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis goed, Sir: You are very ſhort with us; 
But, if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you. 

Baſ. My lord, what I have done, as beſt 1 may, 
Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my life. 

Only thus much I give your grace to know. 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong' d; 
That, in the reſcue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did ſlay his youngeſt ſon, 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 

To be control'd in that he frankly gave: 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine; 

That hath expreſs'd himſelf, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my deeds; 
*Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 

How I have lov'd and honaur'd Saturnine! 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 

Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me ſpeak, indifferently for all; 
And at my ſuit, ſweet, pardon what is paſt. 

Sat. What, madam ! be diſhonour'd openly, 
And baſely put it up without revenge ? 

Tam. Not ſo, my lord; The gods of Rome kannt | 
I ſhould be author to diſhonour you! * 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus' innocence in all, 

Whoſe fury, not diſſembled, ſpeaks his ſal: : 
Then, at my ſuit, look graciouſly on him; 
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Loſe not ſo noble a friend on vain ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſour looks afflict his gentle heart 
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, 5 
Diſſemble all your griefs and diſcontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne ; 
Leſt then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a juſt ſurvcy, take Titus' part; 
And fo ſupplant us for ingratitude 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin), { [ Aſide, 
Yield at intreats, and then let me alone : 
I'll find a day to maſſacre them all, 
And raze their fa&on, and their family, 
Ihe cruel father, and his traiterous ſons, 
-W To whom J ſued for my dear ſon's life; 
And make them know, what tis to let a qucen 
- Eneel in the ſtreets, and beg for grace in vain. — 
Come, come, ſweet emperor,—come, Andronicus,— 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frown, 
Sat. Riſe, Titus; rife; my empereſs hath prevail'd. 
Tit. I thank your majeſty, and her, my lord. 
Theſe words, theſe looks, infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. 'Vitus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And muſt adviſe the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ;— 
And let it be mine honour, goed my lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you. — ES 
For you, prince Baſſianus, I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable.— 
And fear not, lords, and you, Lavinia - 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees, - 
You ſhall aſk pardon of his majeſty. | E202 200% 
Luc. We do; and vow to heaven, and to his highneſs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our ſiſter's honour, and our own. 
Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt, 
Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.— 


Tam. 
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Tam. Nay, nay, ſweet emperor, we mult all be friends: 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; | 
J will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. | 
Sat, Marcus, for thy ſake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
I do remit theſe young men's heinous faults, 
Stand up. 
Lavima,, though you leit me like a churl, 
I found a friend; and ſure as death I ſwore, 
1 would not part a bachelor from the prieſt, 
Come, if the emperor's court can feaſt two brideg, 
You are my gueſt, Lavinia, and your friends: 
This day ſhall be a love-day, Tamora. 
Tit. To-morrow, an it pleaſe your majeſty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, | 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace bon-jour. 
Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and gramercy too. [ Excun?. 


ACT II. SCENE A. 


Before the Palace. Enter AARON alone, 


Aaron. 


Now climbeth Tamora Olympus? top, 

Safe out of fortune's ſhot ; and ſits aloft, 

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flaſh ; 

Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach, 

As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn, 

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 

Gallops the zodiac in his gliſtering coach, 
And overlooks the higheſt· peering 7 

So Tamora.— 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, 


And mount her Fitch; whom thou in triumph long 
Hat 


* 


And maintain ſuch a quarrel openly ? 


Till you know better how to handle it. 


196 TITUS ANDRONICUS, _. AR II. 


Haſt priſoner held, fetter'd in amorous chain 
And faſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, | 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucaſus. 
Away with flaviſh weeds, and idle thovghts ! 
I will be bright, and ſhine in pearl and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made empreſs 
To wait, ſaid I? to wanton with this queen, 
This goddeſs, this Semiramis ;—this queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwreck, and his common-weal's, 
Hola : what ſtorm is this? 
Enter CHRON, and DzmzTrRILS, braving. 
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge, 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd ; 
And may, for aught thou know'ſt, affected bs. 
| Chi, Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween in all; 
And ſo in this, to bear me down with braves. 
*Tis not the difference of a year, or two, 
Makes me leſs gracious, or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou, 
To ſerve, and to deſerve my multreſs' grace; 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſions for Lavinia's love. 
Aar. Clubs, clubs! — Theſe loverswill not keep the peace. 
Den. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis'd, 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide, 
Are you ſo deſperate grown, to threat your friends? 
Go to; have you lath gluid within your ſheath, 


Chi. Mean while, fir, with the little {kill I have, 
Fall wel ſhalt thoa perceive how much 1 dare. 
Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye ſo brave? | [They draw. 
Aar. Why, how now, lords ? | 
So near the emperor's palace dare you draw, 


Full well 1 wot the ground of all this grudge ; 
1 would not for a million of gold, 

'The cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns; 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
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Be ſo diſhonour'd in the court of Rome. 
For ſhame, put up. 

Chi Not I; *till T have ſheath” d 
My rapter in his boſom, and, withal, ' 

I'hruſt theſe reproachful ſpeeches down his throat, 

That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour here. 

Dem. For that l am prepar d and full refolv'd,— 
Foul-ſpoken coward | that thunder'ſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt perform. 7 

Aar. Away, I ſay. 
Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all. . 
Why, lords,---and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right ? 

What, is Lavinia then become fo looſe, 

Or Baſſianus ſo degenerate, 

That for her love ſuch quarrels may bs broach'd, 
Without controlment, Jules: or revenge? 

Young lords, beware !-- an' ſhould the empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the muſic would not pleaſe. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew ſhe and all the world; 
| love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling,learn thou to make ſome meaner choice.: 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope 

Aar Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 

And cannot brock competitors in love ? 

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thouſand deaths would [ 1 
To achieve her I do love. 

Har. To achieve her !---How ? 

Dem. Why mak'ſt thou it ſo ſtrange ? 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo! 'd; 
She is a woman; therefore may be won; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt he loy'd. 
What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and caſy it is 
Of a cut loaf to fical a ſhive, we know : 
| 2 Though 
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Though Baſſianus be the emperor's brother, 

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus, may. [Afide. 

Dem. Then why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, haſt thou not full often ſtrack a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's noſe ? 

Aar. Why then, it ſeems, ſome certam ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſery'd. 

Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 

Aar. Would yau had hit it too; 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado, - 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, And are you ſuch fools, 
To ſquare for this? Would it offend you then 
That both ſhould ſpeed ? ? | 

Chi Faith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me, ſo I were one. 

Aar. For ſhame, be friends; and join for that you jar; 
*Tis policy and ſtratagem muſt do 
That you affect; and ſo muſt you reſolve; 
That what you cannot, as you would, achieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Baſſianus love. 
A ſpeedier courſe than lingering languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop ; _ | e 
The foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious | 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villainy : 
Single you tbither then this dainty doe, 
And ſtrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empreſs, with her ſacred wit, 
To villainy and vengeance conſecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And ſhe ſhall file our engines with advice, 


That 
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That will not ſuffer you to ſquare yourſelves, 
But to your wiſhes' height advance you both. | | a 
The emperop/s court is like the houſe of fame, 55 1 
full of tongues, of eyes, of ears: 

he Woods arc ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf, and dull; | 3 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave boys, aud take your turns: | 
There ſerve your luſt, ſhadow'd from heaven' s eye, | 
And revel in Lavinia's treaſury. I 

Chi. Thy counſel, lad, ſmells of no cowardice. | > 4 
Dem. Sii fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtrem ; | 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm theſe fits, 


Per Styga, per Manes vchor. * LZ ceunt, | 
< } N ; 

SCENE TH. il 

— _ — WM 

| 3 

Charges to a Foreſt. Enter Tixus ANDRONICUS and his © 

three Sons, with Hounds and Tierns, and Marcus. 1 

| I 

Tit. The hunt is up, the mora is Eright and grey, 3 


The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green: | 2 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, . | $ 
And wake the emperor, and his lovely bride, 
And rouſe the prince; and ring a liunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noiſe, H 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, = 
To 'tend the emperor's perſon carefully: 

I have been troubled in my lecp this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


1 8 9 

Here a Cry of Hounds, and Wind Horns in a Peal : then enter I 

SATURNINUS, TAMORA, BasSIANnUs, LAvIxIA, Cui- 1 
RON, DEMETR1US, aπι their Attendants, g 


Tit. Many good mortrows to your majeſty; | 
Madam, to you as many and as good | | [ 
I promiſed your grace a hunter's peal, | | 

Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my lords, | 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. | 

Baf. Lavinia, how ſay vou? | 
Vor. VII. 


R 


— — 


Will rouſe the proudeſt panther in the chaſe, 
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Lav, l ſay, n no; | 

I have been broad awake two 3 and more. 
Sat. Come on chen, horſe and chariots let us have, 

And to our ſport :—Madam, now ye ſhall ſee 

Our Roman hunting. 8 [To TAMoRA. 
Mar. I have dogs, my lord, | 


And climb the higheſt promontory top. 
Tit. And I have horſe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like ſwallows o'er the plain. | 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor hound, 


But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [ Exeunt, 


n 
— 
— — 


— 


SCENE III. 


A cefert Part of the Foreſt, Euter AARON alone. 


Aar. He, that had wit, would think, that J had none, 
To bury ſo much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him, that thinks of me ſo abjectly, 
Know, that this gold muſt coin a ſtratagem; 
Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villainy: 
And fo repoſe, ſweet gold, for their unreſt, 
That have their alms out of the empreſs cheſt. 

Enter TAMORA. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 

When every thing doth make a gleeful boaſt ? a 


The birds chaunt melody on every buſh ; 


The ſnake lics rollea in the cheerful ſun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the 3 wind, 
And make a chequer'd ſnadow on the ground: 
Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us ſit, 
And—whilſt the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd ] horns, | 
As if > double hunt were heard at once,— 
Let us fit down, and mark their ye ling noiſc ; "WR 
| : n 


— 
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| And—after conflit ſuch as wes ſuppos'd 

The wand'ring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpris d, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave. — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
Our paſtimes done, poſſeſs a golden flumber ; 


Whilſt hounds, and horns, aud ſweet melodious birds, 


Be unto us, as is a nurſe's ſong. 


Of lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep. 


Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your deſires, 


Saturn is dominater over mine: 

What ſignifies my deadly-ſtanding eye, 

My filence, and my cloudy melancholy ? 

My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls, 
Even as an adder, when ſhe doth unroll 

To do ſome fatal execution? ; ; 
No, madam, theſe are no venereal ſigns : 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora,—the empreſs of my ſoul, 


Which never hopes more heaven than reſts in thee, 


This is the day of doom for Baſſianus; 

His Philomel muſt loſe her tongue to-day; 

Thy ſons make pillage of her charity, 

And waſh their hands in Baſſianus' blood. 

Seeſt thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the king this fatal-plotted ſcroll :— 
Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied, 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 
Which dreads not yet their lives' deſtruction. 


195. 


Tam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, ſweeter to me than life! 


Aar. No more, great empreſs: Baſſianus comes: 


Be croſs with him; and I'll go fetch thy ſons 
To back thy quarrels, whatſoe'er they be. 
E iter BASSIANUS, and LAVINIA, 


8 [ Exit. 


Baſ. Whom have we here ? Rome's royal empreſs, 


Unfurniſh'd of her well-beſ ſeeming troop ? 
Or is i Dian, habited like her; 
| R 2 


Who 
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Who hath abandened her holy groves, 
To ſee the general hunting in this foreſt ? 

Tam. Saucy controuler of our private ſteps! 
Had I the power, that, ſom: fay, Dian had, 
Thy temples ſhould be plant d preſently 
With horns, as was Acteon's; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! | 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empreſs, 

"Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are ſiugled forth to try experiments: 
Jove ſhield your hufband from his hounds to-day ! 
*Tis pity they ſhould take him for a ſtag. 
Bal. Believe me, queen, your ſwarth Cimmeriats 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, deteſted, and abuminable, 
Why are you ſequeſter d from all your train? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow-white goodly ſteed, 
And wander'd hither to an obſcure plot, 
Accompanied w/ ith a barbarous Moor, 
If foul deſire had not conducted you ? 
Lav. And, being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my nobie lord be rated 
For ſaucineſs.— I pray you, let us hence, 
And let her joy her raven-colour'd love; 
This valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well. 

Haſ. The king, my brother, ſhall have note of this. 

Lav. Ay, for theſe flips have made him noted long: 
Good king! to be ſo mightily abug'd ! 

Tam. Why have I paticace to endure all this? 

Enter CHIRON, and DEMETRIUS. 

Dem. How now, dear ſovereign, and our gracious mo- 
Why does your highneſs look fo pale and wan ? [thee 

Tam. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale? 
Theſe two have *tic'd me hither to this place, 

A barren and deteſted vale, you ſee, it is: 
Ihe trees, though ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'crcome with oli and baleſul miſletce. 
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Here never ſhines the ſun; here nothing breeds, 
Unleſs the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And, when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſling ſnakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make ſuch fearful and confufed cries, 
As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should ſtraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 
No fooner had they told this helliſh tale, 
But ſtraight they told me they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a diſmal yew ;. 
And leave me to this miſerable death. 
And then they call'd me, foul adultreſs, 
I.aſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 
That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed: - 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children.. 
Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. 
\ [Stabs Bassiaxus- i 
Chi. And this for me, truck home to ſhew my ſtrength. : 
: | [ Stabbing him likewiſe. 
Lav. Ay come, Semiramis,---nay, barbarous Tamora ! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 
Tam. Give me thy poinard ; you ſhall know, my boys, 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 
Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Firſt, thraſh the corn, then after burn the ſtraw : 
This minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted hope ſne braves your mightineſs 22 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? | 
Cbi. An if ſhe do, 1 would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our Juſt. 
Tam. But when you have the honey you deſire, 
Let not this waſp out-live, us both to ſting. 
R 3. 
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Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that ſure, 
Come, miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice preſerved honeſty of yours. | 
Lav. O Tamora ! thou bear'ſt a woman's face, 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her. 
Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 
Dem. Liſten, fair madam : Let it be your glory, 
To ſee her tears; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain, 

Lav, When did the tyger's ycung ones teach the dam? 
O, do not teach her wrath ; ſhe taught it thee : | 
The milk, thou ſuck'ſt ſedans her, did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou had'ſt thy tyrrany.— 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike ; 
Do thou entreat her ſhew a woman pity. | 
[To Cn1RoON.. 
Chi. What! would'ſt thou have me prove myſelf a. 

: baſtard ? 
Lav. Tis true the raven ach not hatch ; a 1 £ 
Vet have I heard (O could I find it now!) 
The lion, mov'd with Pity, did endure 
'Fo have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some ſay, that ravens foſter forlorn children, 
The whilſt their own birds famiſh in their neſts + 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart ſay no, 
Nothing ſo kind, but ſomething pitiful ! 

Tam. I know not what it means, away with her. 

Lav. O, let me teach thee : for my father's ſake, 
'That gave thee life, when well he might have lain thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears, 

Tam. Hadſt thou in perſon ne'er offended me, 

Even for his ſake am I now pitileſs ;— 

Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 

To ſave your brother from the ſacrifice ; 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 

Therefore away with her, uſe her as you will 

The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 
Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 


And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 


Trp 
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For 'tis not life, that I Rave begg'd ſo long; 
Poor I was flain, when Baſſianus dy'd. | 
Tam. What begg'ſt thou then? fond woman, let me go. 
Lav. Tis preſent death I beg; and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 
O keep tne from their worſe than killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit, 
Where never man's eye may behold my body; 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 
Tar. So ſhould I rob my ſweet ſons of their fee: 
No, let them ſatisfy their luſt on thee. 
Dem. Away ; Lo thou haſt ſtaid us here too 1 
Zav. No grace? no womanhood ? Ah bcafily creature? 
The blot and enemy to our general name! 
Confuſton fall | 
Chi. Nay, then I'll ftop your month ,---Bring thou her 


| huſband ; [ Draging LAxINIA. 
7 is the hole hore: Aaron bid us hide him. 
[ Exeunt.. 


Tam. Farewell, my ſons : ſee, that you make her ſure:: 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 
And let my ſpleenful ſons this trull deflow'r [ Exits 


; SCENE IV. 


Enter AARON, with QUINTUS, and MARCUS. 


Aar. Come on, my lords; the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the. loathſome pit, 
Where I eſpicd the panther faſt aſleep. 
Quin. My ſight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promiſe you; wer't not for ſhame, 
Well could I leave our ſport, to fleep a while. 
[Marcus falls into the Pita 


Oulu. 
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Oain. What, art thou fallen? What ſubtle hole! is this, 


Whoſe mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars; 

Upon whoſe leaves are drops of new-ſhed blood, 

As freſh as morning's dew diſtill'd on flowers? 

A very fatal place it ſeems to me 

Speak, brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mar. O brother, with the diſmalleſt object 

That ever eye, with: ſight, made heart lament. 
Aar. | Aſide.] Now will I fetch the king to find them 

That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, here; 

How theſe were they that made away his brother. 

[Exit AARON. 

Aar. Why doſt net comfort me and help me out 

From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained hole? 
Duin. Jam ſurpriſed with an uncouth fear: 

A chilling ſweat o' er- runs my trembling joints; 

Mine heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can ſee. 
Mar. To prove thou haſt a true-divining heart, 

Aaron and thou look down into this den, N 

And ſee a fearful fight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compaſſionate heart, 

Will not permit my eyes once to behold 

The thing, whereat it tremles by ſurmiſe: 

©, tell me how. it is; for ne'er till now 

Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 
Mar. Lord Baſſianus lies embrewed here, 

All on a heap, like to a ſlaughter' d lamb, 

In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know *tis he 
Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 

A precious ring that lightens all the hole, 

Which, like a taper in ſome monument, 

Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks,. 

And ſhews the ragged entrails ef this pit : 

So pale did ſhine the moon on Pyramus, 

When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 

O brother, help me with thy fainting hand,---- 

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hat,. 
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Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus' miſty mouth. 

Qin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee ont. 
Or, wanting ſtrength to de thee ſo much good, : 
I may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſſianus' grave, 

I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. _ 
Mar. And I no ftrength to climb without thy help. 
Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not loſe again, 

Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 

Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. [ Falls ins 

Enter the Emperor, and AARON. 5 

Sat, Along with me :—=P Il ſee what hole is here, 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it. 

Say, whb art thou, that lately didſt deſcend 

Into this gaping holiow of the earth ? 

Mar. The unhappy fon of old Andronicus; 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 

Fo find thy brother Baſſianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead? F know thou doſt but jeſt: 0 

He and his lady both are at the lodge, 

Upon the north ſide of this pleaſant chace; 

*'Fis not an hour ſince I left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But, out alas! here have we found him dead. 


Enter TaMu ORA, with Attendants ; ANDRONICUS, and 
Lucius. 


Tam. Where is my lord, the king ? 
Sat, Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing grief, 
Tam, Where is thy rocker Faſhlanus? 
Sat, Now to the bottem doſt thou ſearch my wound; 
Poor Baſſianus here lies murdered, 
Tam. Then all too late T bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs tragedy : 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyranny, 
(Sb: giveth SATURNINUS @ : Letter, 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


| SATURNIN''s reads the Letter. 
As if wwe miſs to meet him handſomely,— 
Sect buniſman— Baſſianus tis, wwe mean, 
Doe thou ſo much as dig the grave for him 
Thou know'ft our meaning: Look for thy reward 
Among the netiles at the elder tree, 
Which overaſbades the mouth of that ſame pit, 
N here we decreed to bury Baſſianus. | 
Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting friends. 


O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ? 


This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 


Look, Sirs, if you can find the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murder'd Baſſianus here. 
Aar. My ache n, here is the bag of gold. 
[ Shewing its 
Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind, 
Have here bereft my brother of his life: 


[To Trrus. 


Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the priſon; 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard- of torturing pain for them. 
Tam. What, are they in this pit? O wondrous l 
How eaſily murder is diſcovered ! 
Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
T beg this boon, with tears not lightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of mine accurſed ſons, 
Accurſed, if the fault be prov'd in them 
Sat. If it be prov'd! you ſee, it is apparent. 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 
Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 
Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail: 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They ſhall be ready at your highneſs' will, 


To anſwer their ſuſpicion with their lives, 


Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them: fee, thou follow me. 


Some bring the murder'd body, ſome the murderers: 


Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain; 
15 F or 3- 
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For, by my ſoul, were there worſe end than death, 
That end upon then: ſhonld be executed. 
Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king; 
Fear not thy ſons, chey ſhall do well enough. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come; ſtay not to talk with them. 
[ Exeunt ſe _— 


r 
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SCENE. v. 


Enter DEMETRIUS and CHIRON, ith LAVINIA, raviſsd 
ber Hands cut off, and ber Tongue cut out. 


Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can ſpeak, 
Who twas that cut thy tongue, and raviſh'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſoz 
And, if thy ſtumps will let thee, play the ſcribe, _ 
Dem. See how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcowl. 

Chi. Go hon e, call for ſwect water, waſh thy hands. 

Dem. She has no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh ; 
And ſo let's leave her to her flent walks, 

Chi. An 'twere my caſe, I ſhould go hang myſelf. 

Dem. If thou hadſt hands to help thee knit the cord. 

[ Exeunt DEMETRIUS and CHIRON, 
Enter Marcus 2 LAVINIA. 

Mar. Who's this,---my niece, that flies away ſo faſt ? 2 
Couſin, a word; Where is your huſband ?- 
If I do dream, "would all my wealth would wake me! 
If I do wake, ſome planet ſtrike me down, 
That I may ſlumber in eternal ſleep !--- 
Speak, gentle niece, what ſtern ungentle hand 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches? thoſe ſweet ornaments, 
Whoſe circling ſhadows kings have ſought to ſicep in; 
And might not gain ſo great a happineſs, 
As half thy love? Why doſt not ſpeak to me?. 
Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 
Like to a bubbling fountain ſtirr'd with wind, 
Doth riſe and fall between thy roſed lips, 

1 7 


Coming 
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Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, ſure, ſome Tereus hath deflow'red thee ; 
And, leſt thou ſhould'ſt detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame ! 
And, notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood,--- - 
As from a conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts,--- 
Vet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 
Bluſhing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 
Shall I ſpeak for thee ? ſhall I ſay, tis ſo ? 
O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beaſt, 
That I might rail at him to eaſe my mind! 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven ſtopp'd, 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, 
And in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind: 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee z * 
A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal, 
And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 
That better could have ſew'd than Philomel. 
O, had the monſter ſeen thoſe lily hands 
Tremble, like aſpen leaves, upon a lute, 
And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſs them; 
He would not then have touch d them for his life. 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmory, 
Which that ſweet tongue hath made; 

- He would have dropp'd his knite, and fell aſleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 

For ſuch a ſight will blind a father's eye 
One hour's ſtorm will drown the fragrant meads; 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 
O, could our mourning eaſe thy miſery ! [ Freunt, 
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4 5 ACT EL SCENE 7. 


A Street in Nome. Euter the Jud ies and Senators, with 
Marcus and QUINTUs bound, paſſing on the Stage to the 
Place of Execution, and TiTUs going before, Þleading, 


X Titus. 
H: Ak me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, ſtay! 
For pity of-mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous wars, whilſt you ſecurely flept ; 


For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed; 


For all the froſty nights that I have watch'd ; 

And for theſe bitter tears, which you now ſee 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 

Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 

Whoſe ſouls are not corrupted, as *tis thought! 

For two-and-twenty ſons I never wept, 

Becauſe they died in honour's lofty bed. 
[ANDRONICUS Vieth dozen, and the Frdges ſafe by bin, 

For theſe, theſe, tribunes, in the duſt I write 

My heart's deep languor, and my ſoul's ſad tears, 

Let my tears ſtanch the earth's dry appetite; 

My ſons” ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh. 


O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, [ Exeunt, | 


That ſhall diſtil from theſe two ancient urns, 
Than youthful April ſhall with all his ſhowers : 
In ſummer's drought, I'll drop upon thee ſtill : 
In winter, with warm tears L'Il melt the ſnow, 


And keep eternal ſpring tinie on thy face, 


So thou refuſe to drink my dear fons' blood. 

4 Enter Lucius, with bis Swerd drawn. 
O, reverend tribunes! gentle aged men! 
Unbind my ſons, reve:i2 the doom of death; 


And let me ſay, that never wept before, 


My tears are now prevailing orators. : 
Vol. VII. . | Luc. 
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But me and mine: How happy art thou then, 


I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
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Luc, O, noble father, you lament in vain 
Ihe tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your forrows to a ſtone. 

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead ;— 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you, 

Zuc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you ſpeak, 

Tit. Why, tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 
They would not mark me; or, if they did mark, 
All bootleſs unto them, coy would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones; * | 
Who, though they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they're better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
When 1 do weep, they humbly at my feet, 
Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no tribune like to theſe. 
A ſtone is ſoft as wax, tribunes more hard than ſtones: 
A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth not; | 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 


But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn? 


Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death « 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlaſting doom of baniſhment. 

Tit, O bappy man! they have befriended thee. 
Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderneſs of rygers ; 
Tygers muſt prey; and Rome affords no prey, 


From theſe devourers to be baniſhed ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 
Enter Marcus, and LAVINIA. 
Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ; 
Or, if not ſo, thy noble heart to break; 


Tit. Will it conſume me ? let me ſee it then. 
Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit, Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 

Luc. Ah me! this object kills me 


A. TITUS Axpkoxrces. 207 


Tit. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe,. and lock upon her. 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accurſed hand 
Hath made thee handleſs in thy father's fight ? 
What fool hath added water to the ſea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 
My gricf\was at the height Lefore thou cam'ſt,; 
And now, like NiJus, it diſdaineth bounds, AN 
Give me a ſword, I'll chop off my hands too; | 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life; : 
In beotleſs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs uſe : 
Now, all the ſervice I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other,— 
'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands; 
For hands, to do Rome ſerviee, are but vain. 
Luc, Speak, gentle ſiſter, who hath martyr'd thee ?. 
Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage; 
Where like a ſweet melodious bird it ſung 
Sweet vary'd notes, enchanting every ear! 
Luc. O, ſay thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 
Mar. O, thus I found her, ſtraying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herſelf; as doth the deer, 
That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring wound. 
Tit. It was my deer; and he, that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead: 
For now I ſtand as one upon'a rock, 
Environ'd with a wilderneſs of ſea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
ExpeRing ever when ſome envious ſurge 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 
This way to death my wretched ſons are gone ; 
Here ſtands ny other fon, a baniſn'd man; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes : 
But that, which gives my ſoul the greateſt ſpurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſoul — _ | 
Had I but ſeen thy picture in this plight, | | 1 1 
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Paſs the remainder of our hateful days? 


28 TITUS ANDRONICUS.. | AQ ZH. 
It would have madded me; What ſhall I 5 


Now I behold thy lovely body ſo? 
Thou haſt no hands, to wipe away: thy tears ; 


Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 


Thy huſband he is dead; and, for his death, 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this: 
Look, Marcus! ah, fon Lucius, look on her! 
When I did name her brothers, then ſrcſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almoit wither'd. 

Mar Perchance,ſhe weepsbecauſe they kill'dherhuſband: 
Perchance, becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did Lill her huſband, then be joyful, 
Becauſe the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed ; 
Witneſs the ſorrow, that their ſiſter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips; 
Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe. 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, fit round about ſome fountain; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are ſtain'd ; like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry flime left on them by a flood ? | 
And in the fountain ſhall we gaze fo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 


Or ſhall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 


Or {hall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ſhews 


Whar ſhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot ſome device of further miſery, 
To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 
Tuc. Sweet father, ceaſe your tears; for, at your grief, 
See, kow my wretched filter ſobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patience, dear niece god Titus, dry thine eyes. 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! i e well 1 wot, 


Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 


For thou, poor man, hait drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy checks, 7 
| ? 35 Tir. 
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Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ! I underſtand her ſigns : + 
Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeak, now ſhe would {ay 
That to her brother which I ſaid to thee ; 
His napkin, - with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a ſympathy of woe is this ! 
As far from help as limbo is from bliſs. 
Enter AARON. Ba 
Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That if thou love thy ſons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyſelf, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And ſend it to the king: he for the ſame 
Will fend thee hither both thy ſons alive; 
And that ſhall be the ranſom ſor their fault. 
Tit. O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron! 
Did ever raven ſing fo like a lark, 
That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's upriſe ? 
With all my heart, I'll ſend the emperor my hand; 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father; ſor that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down fo many encmies, 

Shall not be ſent : my hand will ſerve the turn: 
My youth can better ſpare my blood than you; 
And therefore mine ſhall fave my brother's lives. 

Maur. Which of your hands hath not deſcended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battic-axe, R 
Writing deſtruction on the enemies? caſtle ? 

O, none of both but are of high deſert ; 

My hand hath been but idle; let it ſerve 

To ranſom my two nephews from their death; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come, agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come, 

Mur. My hand ſhall go. | 

Luc. By heaven, it ſhall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more; ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe 
Are mect for plucking up, and therefore nune. 
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Luc, Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſon, 


Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Mar. And, for our father's ſake, and mother's care, 
Now let me ſhew a brother's löve to thee. o 
Tit. Agree between you; I will ſpare my hand. 
Luc. Then FI go fetch an axe. 
Mar. But I will uſe the axe. 
[Exeunt Lucius, and Marcus. 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I'll deceive them both; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 
Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never, whillt I live, deceive men fo :;: — 
But I'll deceive you in another fort, 
And that 1 0 ſay, c'er half an hour paſs. [ A/ide, 
[ He cuts off Titus's Hand. 
: Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 
Tit. Now, ſtay your ſtrife; what ſhall be, is difpatch'd, — 
Good Aaron, give his majeſty my hand: 
Lell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers; bid him bury it; - 
More hath it merited, that let it have. ; 
As for my ſons, ſay, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an cafy price; 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own. 
Azr. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand, 
Look by and by to have thy ſons with thee :— 
Their heads, 1 mean.—O, how this villainy [Aides 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his ſoul black like his face. Exit. 
» Tit. O hear !—T lift this one hand up to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth: 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that Icall:— What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 
[ To LAVINIAs 
Do then, dear heart; for heaven ſha!l hear our prayers; 
Or with our ſighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And Rain the ſun with fog, as ſometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. 
. | Mar, 
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Mar. O! brother, ſpeak with poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe deep extremes. 
Tit. Is not my ſorrow deep, having no bottom? 
'Then be my paſſions bottomleſs with them. 
Mar. But yet let reaſon govern thy lament. - 
Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes: 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o erflow? 
IF the winds rage, doth not the ſea wax mad? 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-fwoln face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil ? 
1 am the ſea; hark, how her ſighs do blow! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then muſt my fea be moved with her ſighs; 
Then muſt my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them. 
Then give me leave; for loſers will have leave 
To eaſe their ſtomachs with their bitter tongues, 


Eater a Meſſenger, bringing in two Hands and a Head, 
Meſ. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand, thou ſent'ſt the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble ſons ; 
And here's thy hand, in ſcorn to thee ſent back ; 
Thy gricfs their ſports, thy reſolution mock d: 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death Exit. 
Mar. Now let hot Ztna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hel! ! 
Theſe miſcries are more than may be borne : 
To weep with them that weep doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But ſorrow flouted at is double death. 
Luc. Ah, that this ſight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrink thereat ! | 
'That ever death ſhou!d let Lfe bear his name, 
nen life hath no more intereſt but to breathe! 
[LAvIN1A Viet Bim. 
Mar. 
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212 rirus ANDRONICUS. e II. 
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfortleſs, 


As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. MN | 
Tit, When will this fearful lumber have an end ? 
Mar. Now, farewell, flattery : Die, Andronicus ;. 

Thou doſt not ſlumber : ſee, thy two ſon's heads; 

Thy warlike hand; thy mangled daughter here; 

Thy other baniſh'd ſon, with this dear ſight 

Struck pale and bloodleſs ; and thy brother, I, 

Even like a ſtony image, cold and numb. 

Ah! now no more will I controul thy griefs: 

Rent off thy ſilver hair, thy other hand 

| Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this diſmal ſight 
The cloſing up of your mos wretched eyes 
Now is a time to ſtorm, why art thou ſtill.? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha! 
Mur. Why doſt thou laugh? it fits not with this hour, 
Tit, Why, I have not another tear to ſhed ; : 

Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 

And would uſerp upon my watry eyes, 

And make them blind with tr.butary tears; 

Then which way ſhall I find revenge's cave? 

For theſe two heads do feem to ſpeak to me; 

And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 

Till all theſe miſchiefs be return'd again, 

Even in their throats that have committed them. 

Come, let me ſee what taſk I have to do.— 

You keavy people, circle me about; 

That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head; 

And in this hand the other will I bear: 

Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employed in theſe things; 

Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth. 

As for thee, boy, go get thee from my fight ; 

Thou art an exile, and thou mult not ſtay : 

Hie to the Gotks, and raiſe an army there: 

And, if you love me, as I think you do, | 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do, | Exeurt. 

| Enter 
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| Manet Lucius. 

Luc. Farewel, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The woful'ſt man that ever liv'd in Rome! 
Farewel, proud Rome! till Lucius comes again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. | 

Farewel, Lavinia, my noble ſiſter; 

O, would thou wert as thou . haſt been l 

But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 

And make proud Saturninus and his empreſs 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 
Now will I to the Goths, and raiſe a power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine, [Exit Lucius. 


— 


* 2 
— — n — 


SCENE II. 


fn Apartment in TiTus's Houſe. A Banquet, Enter TI- 
Tus, Marcus, LaviNila,, and young Lucius, à Boy. 


Tit. So, ſo; now fit : and look, you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot paſſionate our ten-fold grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine. 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaſt ; 
And when my heart, all mad with miſery, 
Beats in this hollow priſon. of my fleſh, 
Then thus I thump it down. 
Thou map of woe, that thus doſt talk in wr 

> [ To LAVINIA» 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 
Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it ſtill. | 
Wound it with ſighing, girl, kill it with groans 
Or get ſome little knife between thy teeth, 
And juſt againſt thy heart make thou a hole; 


That 
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214 TITUS ANDRONICUS. | Ae 117. 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, + 


May run into that fink, and ſoaking in, 


Drown the lamenting fool in ſea-ſalt tears, 

Mar. Fye, brother, fye ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent Bun upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now! has ſorrow made thee doat already 
Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but I, 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life? 


Ah), wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands; 
To bid Æneas tell the tale twice o'er, 


How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable? 
O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands; 


Leſt we remember ſtill, that we have none,—- 


Fye, fye, how franticly I ſquare my talk 

As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands! 

Come, let's fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this: 

Here 1s no drink ! Hark. Marcus, what ſhe ſays ;j— 

I can interpret all her martyr'd.figns ;— 

She ſtays, ſhe drinks no other ddok but tears, | 
Brew'd with her ſorrows, meſh'd upon her cheeks ;— 
Speechleſs complainer, I will learn thy thought; 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 


Thou ſhalt not ſigh, nor hold thy ſtumps to es, 


Nor wink, nor nod, nor knee], nor make a ſign, 
But I, of theſe, will wreſt an alphabet, 
And, by ſtill practice, learn to know the meaning. 
Boy. Good grandſire, leave theſe bitter deep laments z. 
Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 
Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in paſſion mov'd, 
Doth weep to ſee his grandſire's heavineſs. 
Tit. Peace, tender ſapling; thou art made of tears, 


And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 


[Maxcus rides the Diſh with a Kai 0. 
What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd my lord; a fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny: 


* 


A deed 


III. TITUS ANDRONICVS. 


A deed of death, done on the innocent, 
Becomes not Titus' brother; Get thee gone; 
I ſee, thou art not for my company. 
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. | 
Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and mother ? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings, | 
And buzz lamenting doings in the air? 
Poor harmleſs fly ! 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; and thou haſt kill'd him. 
Mar. Pardon me, fir; it was a black ill- favour'd fly, 
Like to the empreſs' Moor ; therefore L kill'd him. 
Ti#. O0, 0, 0, a . 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, : 
For thou haſt done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife, I will inſult on him; 
Flattering myſelf, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me.— * 
There's for thyſelf, and that's for Tamora. 
Ah, ſirrah !—yet 1 think we are not brought ſo low, 
Rut that, between us, we can kill a fly, - 
That comes in likeneſs of a coal-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has ſo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances, 
Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me: 
I'll to thy cloſet; and go read with thee 
Sad ſtorjes, ts in - this times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy ſight is young, 
And thou ſhalt.read, when mine begins to dazzle. 
Ilan 
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216 TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Titus's Houſe.” Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia run- 
ning after bim; and the Boy flies from ber, with bis Boe: 
under his Arm. Enter Trrus and Mancus. 


» Boy. 
Here, 5 help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why :— 
Good uncle Marcus, ſee how ſwift ſhe comes! 
Alas, ſweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Standby me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt, 
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, ſhe did. 
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by theſe ſigns? 
Tit. Fear her not, Lucius :—Somewhat doth ſhe mean: 
See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee ; 
Somewhither would ſhe.have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her ſons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's oratory, 
Canſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit of phrenzy do poſleſs her: 
For I have heard my grandſire ſay full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad; 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through ſorrow ; That made me to fear; 
- nag, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as &er my mother did, 
- And would not, but in fury, fright my youth : 
+ Which made me down to throw my books, and fly; 
Cauſeleſs, perhaps: But pardon me, ſweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 
— 


Mar: 


Mar. Lucius, I will. 
Tit. How now, Lavinia ?— Marcus, whe means this ? 
gome book there is that ſhe deſires to ſee :— 

_ Which is it, girl, of theſe ? Open them, boy,— 

But thou art deeper read, and better {kill'd ;; 

Come, and take choice of all my library, 

And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, *till the heavens 

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed.— 

Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus? 

Mad. I think, ſhe means, that there was more than ont 

Confederate in the fact; — Ay, more there was: 

Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them for revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what hook is that ſhe toſſeth ſo? 

Boy. Grandſire, tis Ovid's Es HARDER: 3 
My mother gave it me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 

Tit. Soft! ſoft, how buſily ſhe turns the leaves 

Help her: What would ſhe find? Lavinia, ſhall I read? 

This is the tragic tale of Philomel, | 

And treats of Tereus' treaſon, and his rape; 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy, 
Mar. See, brother ſee; note, how ſhe quotes the leaves, 
Tit, Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpris'd ſweet girl, 

Raviſh'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 

Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy woods 

See, ſee !l=—— 

Ay, ſach a place there is, where we did hunt, 

(O, had we never, never, hunted there!) 

Pattern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, 

By nature made for murderers, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why ſhould nature build fo foul a den, 

Unleſs the gods delight in tragedies ! : 

Tit. Give ſigns, ſweet girl,——for here are nene but 


What Roman lord it was durſt do the deed ; [friends, 
Or ſlunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erſt, | 
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece' bed? 

Mar. Sit down,ſweet niece :—brother, fit down by me.— 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 5 
oer. VI 'E xaſpire 
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218 TITUS: ANDRONICUS. ARTF, 


Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 
My lord, look here ;—look here, Lavinia: 
[ He worites bis Name with his Staff, and _ it 
with his Feet and Mouth. 
This ſandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canſt, 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curs'd be that heart, that forc'd us to this ſhift !—« 
Write thou, good niece ; and here diſplay at laſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for revenge: 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy ſorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 
| She takes the Staff in ber 1/outh, nnd guides it 
- zvith her Stumps, and writes. 
Tit. O do you read, my lord, what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stuprum—Chiron— Demetrius. 
Mar. What, what !—the luſtful ſons of Tamora 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? 
Tit. —— Magne Dominator Poli, 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera tam lentus wides ? 
Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord! although, I know, 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To ſtir a mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, knee} down with me; Lavinia, kneel; 
And kneel, ſweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope; 
And ſwear with me,—as with the woful feere, 
And father, of that chaſte diſhonour'd dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucre's rape, 
That we will proſecute, by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Goths, 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproach; 
Tit. Tis ſure enough, an you knew how: 
But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware: 
The dam will wake; and, if ſhe wind you once, 
She's with the lion deeply ſtill in league, 
And lulls him while ſhe playeth on her back, 
And, when he ſleeps, will ſhe do what ſhe liſt. 
You're a a young huntſman, Marcus; let it alone; - 
An 
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And, come, I will go get a leaf of braſs, 

And with a gad of ſteel will write theſe words, 

And lay it by: the angry northern wind 

Will blow etheſe ſands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad, 

And where's your leſſon then ?—Boy, what ſay you? 
Boy. 1 ſay, my lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe 

For theſe. bad bond-men to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft 

For this ungrateful country done the like, 

Boy. And, uncle, ſo will I, an if I live, | 
Tit. Come, go with me into my armoury ; 

Lucius, I'Il fit thee z and withal, my boy 

Shall carry from me to the empreſs' ſons 

Preſents, that 1 intend to ſend them both: 

Come, come; thou'lt do my meſſage, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their boſom, grandſire. 
Tit. No, no, boy, not ſo; I' teach thee another courſe. 

Lavinia, come :—Marcus, look to my houſe ; 

Lucius and PI! go brave it at the court; 

Ay, marry, will we, fir; and we'll be waited on. 

Re RA F [ Exeunt. 
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 

And not relent, or not compaſſionate him ? 

Marcus, attend him in his ecſtaſy ; 

'That hath more ſcars of forrow in his heart, | 

Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd ſhield : 

But yet ſo juit, that he will not revenge: 

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus ! 
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220 TYTUS ANDRONICUS, 


SCENE II. 


Changes to the Palace. Enter AARON, CHRON, and DE- 

MET RIUSs, at one Door; and at another Door, young Lu- 
cIus, and another, with a Bundle of 2577 5 and ah —_ 
zbrit upon them, 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the fon of Lucius; 

He hath ſome meſſage to deliver te us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his mad grandfather. 
Boy. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, 


T greet your honours frem Andronicus ;— 


And pray the Roman gods, confound you leaks: [ Aſide. 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius ; What's the news ? 
Hoy. That you are both decypher'd, that's the news, 

For villains mark'd with rape. [ A/ide.] May it pleaſe you, 

My grandſire, well-advis'd, hath ſent by me 

The goodlieſt weapons of his armoury, _ 

To gratify your honourable youth, LS 

The hope of Rome; for ſo he bade me ſay; z 17 

And ſo I do, and with. his gifts preſent 

Your lordſhips, that whenever you have need, 

You may be armed and. appointed well: 

And fo I leave you both, | A/ide.] like bloody villains. 

[ Exit; 
Dem. What” s here ? a fully nnd, written round about? 

Let's fee; 

Integer vite, ſceleriſque ne 

Ac eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu: 

Cbi. O, tis a verſe in Horace; I know it well: 


I read it in the grammar long ago. 


Har. Ay, juit;—a verſe in Horace; right, you have it. 


Now, what a thing it is to be an af>! 


Here's no fond jeſt: the old man hath found 

their guilt ; | 8 | Aide 
And ſends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 3] 


But 
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But were our witty empreſs well a-foot, | 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 5 [ A/ide. 
But let her reſt in her unreſt a while.— | 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Let us to Rome, ſtrangers, and, more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good, before the palace gate 
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. 
Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a lord 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſend us gifts; 
Aar. Had he not reaſon; lord Demetrius? 
Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly ? 
Dem. 1 would we had a thouſand Roman dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt. - 
Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to ſay, amen. 
Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go; and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 
Aar, Pray to the devils; the gods have given us o'er. 
IA. Flouriſos 
Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flouriſh thus ? 
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a ſon, 
Dem. Soft; who comes here? ; 


Enter Nurſe, with a Black-a- Moor Child. 

Nurſe, Good morrow, lords: 

O, tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor? 

Aar. Well, more, or leſs, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 
Now help, or woe betid? thee evermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doſt thou keep? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 

Nur, O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye, 
Our empreſs ſhame, and ſtately Rome's diſgrace j—- * 
She is deliver d, lords, ſhe is deliver'd. - 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. I mean, ſhe is brought to bed, 
67 . EI | EY. 
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222 TITUS $A NDRONICUS, 
Aar. Well, God 


Give her good reſt! What hath he ſent her ! 4 
Nur. A devil. | 


Aar. Why, then ſhe is the devil's dam; a Joyful iſſue, 


Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black, and forrowful iſſue: 
Here is the babe, as foietifonte as a toad 
Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime. 

The empreſs" ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal; 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar. Out, out, you whore is black ſo bafe a hue? 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beauteous bloſſom, ſure. 

Dem. Villain, what haſt thou dorte ? * 

Aar. That which thou 
Can'ſt not undo. 

Chi. Thou haſt undone our mother. 

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, helliſh dog, thou haſt undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice! 
Accurs'd the offspring of ſo foul a A a a 
- Chi. It ſhall not live. ; 6 

Aar. It ſhall not die. 

Nur. Aaron, it muſt; the mother-wills it ſo. | 

Aar What, muſt it nurſe ? then let no man, 17 5 
Do execution on my fleſh and blood. 

Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's paint: 
Nurſe, give it me; my ſword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 

Aar Sooner this ſword fha!l plough thy bowels up. 
Stay, murderous villans! will you kill your brother ?- 
Now, by the burring tapers of the ſky, 

That ſhone fo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my ſcymitar's ſharp point, | 
That touches this my firſt-born ſon and heir! 
tell you, younglings, not Enceladus, : 
With all his threat'ning band of Typhon's biro6d;; 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of-war, | 

Shall ſeize this prey, out of his father's hands. 
What, what; ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearted boys! 
Ye e walls! ye alchouſe painted ligne 1 
Copl-black 3 is bettez:than another hue, 


* 


In 
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In that it ſcorns to bear another hue: f 
For all the water in the ocean l 
Can never turn the ſwan's black legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the empreis from me, lam of age | 
To keep mine own; excuſe it how ſhe can. 
Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtreſs thus? 
Aar. My miſtreſs is my miſtreſs ; this, myſelf; 
The vigour; and the picture of my youth: 
This, before all the world, do I prefer; 
Thie, maugre all the world, will I keep ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother 1s for ever ſham'd. 
Chi, Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. 
Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death. 
Chi. I bluſh to think upon this ignominy. 
Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears: 
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart! 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer: 
Look how the black ſla ve ſmiles upon the father; 
As who ſhould ſay, 011 lad, I am thine own, 
He is your brother, lords; ſenſibly fed 
Of that ſelf- blood that firſt gave life to you; 
And, from that womb, where you impriſon'd were, 
He is enfranchiſed and come to light: 
Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer fide, 
Although my ſeal is ſtamped in his face. 
Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the empreſs ?' 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice; 
Save you the child, ſo we may all be ſafe. 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult, 
My ſ>n and I will have the wind of you: 


Keep there ;, Now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety, 
[I [They fit on the. Ground, 


Dem. How many . 
Aar. Why, ſo, brave lords; when we all join in league, 
Lam a lamb ; hut if you brave the Moor, 
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214 Trros ANDRONICUS.. AA. 
The chafed boar, the mountain lieneſs, _ 
The ocean ſwells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms ... 
But, ſay again, how many ſaw the child ? 
Aur. Cornelia the midwife, and myſelf, 
And no one elſe, but the deliver'd empreſs. 
Aar. The empreſs, the midwife, and yourſelf ;j— 
Two may keep counſel, when the third's ay: 
Go to the empreſs; tell her this I ſaid: 
„„ 7 ow: 
Weke, weke !—ſo cries a pig prepar'd to the ſpit. 
Dem. What mean'ſt thou, Aaron? Wherefore did'ſt 
Aar. O lord, Sir, tis a deed of policy: [thou this? 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A. long-tongu'd babbling goſlip ? no lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman; 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to-bed; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell them heth the circumſtance of all; 
And how by this their child ſhall be advanc'd,. 
And be received for the emperor's heir, 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempeſt whirling in the court; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, my lords; ye ſee, I have given bar phyſic, 
| [ Pointing to the Ni ſe" 
And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral; 
The fields are ncar, and you are gallant grooms 5 
This done, ſee that you take no longer days, 
But ſend the midwiſe preſently to me. 
The mid wife, and the nurſe, well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chi. Aaron, I fee, thou wilt not truſt the air 
With ſecrets. - 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, | 
Herſelf, and hers, are highly bound to thee. [| Exeunts 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as ſwallow flies; 
There to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms, 


And 


— 
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And ſecretly to greet the empreſs friends, 
Come on, you thick-lip'd flave, I bear you Net 
For it is you that puts us to cur ſhifts ; 
I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 
And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the goat, 


And cabin in æ cave; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a * IXI. 


5 Sc NE Tir. 


*— 


A Street near als —_ Enter Trrus, old Maxcus, 


vue Lucres, and other Gentlemen wwith Bows ;| and TITus 


bears the Arrows with Letters on the ny of them. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, come;—RKinſmen, this is the Way 
Sir boy, now let me ſee your archery; - | 
Look, ye draw home enough, and tis there ſtraight : 
| Terras Aſtrea religuit:— be you remember'd Marcus.--- 
She's gone, ſhe's fed. Sirs, take you to your tools. 


You, couſins, ſhall go ſound the ocean, 35 


And caſt your nets ; haply, you may find her in the ſea; 
Yet there's as little juſtice as at land. 
No; Publius and Sempronius, you muſt do it: 
Tis you muſe dig with mattock, and with ſpade, ' 
And pierce the inmoſt centre of the earth ; 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 
I pray you, deliver him this petition ; 
Fell him, it is for juſtice, and for aid; 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful Rome,--- . 
Ah, Rome 1 -Well, well; I made thee miſcrable, 
What time T threw the people's . 
On him that thus doth tyrranize o'er me. 
Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a man of war unſearchd; 
This wicked emperor may have thipp'd her beak] 
And, kinſmen, then wy 5785 go pipe for FRO 
Mar. 
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Mar. O Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 

To ſee thy noble uncle thus diſtract : 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully; 

And feed his humour kindly as we may, 

Till time beget ſome careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinſmen, his ſorrows are paſt remedy. 
Join with the Goths ; and with revenceiul war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 
Tit. Publius, how now? how now, my maſters, 


Pub. No, my good ord; but Pluto ſends you word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you {hall : 
Marry, for juitice, the is ſo employ d, 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or ſomewhere. elſe, 
So that perforce you needs rauſt ay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays, 
Fl dive into tae burning lake below, g 
And pull her out of Acheron by the bela 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars w: 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclons' ſize; 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to the very back; 
Vet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear j— 
And fith there is no juſtice in earth nor hell, 
We will ſolicit heaven; and move the gods, 
To ſend down juſtice for to wreak our wrongs; 
Ns to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus, 

8 He gives them the Arrows. 

Ad OR, that's for you —-Here, ad Apollinem— 
Ad Martem, that's for myſelf ; —— | 
Here, boy, to Pallas :---Here to Mercury :--- 
To Saturn, and to Cœlus; not to Saturnine— 
You were as good to ſhoot againſt the wind. 
To it, boy. Marcus, looſe when I bid: 
O' my word, I have written to effect; 
There's not a god left unſolicited. | 

Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 


Tit. Now maſters draw, 2 bey ſhoot.) O, well ſaid, Lu- 
Good boy, in virgo's lap, give it to Pallas. [ cius! 

Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter Hy this. | 

Tit. Ha ! Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done ? 
See, ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Taurus' horns, 


Mar. This was the ſport, my lord; when Publius ſhot, 


The bull, being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch a knock 

That down fell both the ram's horns in the court; 

Aud who ſhould find them but the empreſs villain ? 

She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he ſhould not chooſe 
But give them to his maſter for a preſent. 

Tit. Why, there it goes: God give your lordſhip joy! 


Enter a Clown, with a Baſtet and two Pigeons. 


C5 


News, news from heaven! Marcus, the poſt is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters? 
Shall 1 have juſtice ? what ſays Jupiter? 

Clown. Ho! the gibbet- maker? he ſays, that he hath 
taken them down again, for the man muſt not be hang'd 
till the next week. 

Tit. Tut, what ſays Jupiter, 1 aſk thee ? 

Clown. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier ? 

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir; nothing elſe. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heaven ? 

Clown. From heaven ? alas, Sir, I never came there: 
God forbid, I ſhould be ſo bold to preſs to heaven in my 
young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the 
tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt wy” 
uncle and one of the emperial's men. 


Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be, to ſerve 45 | 


your oration; and let him deliver the pigeons to the em- 
peror from you. 
Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em- 
peror with a grace? 
Cloꝛun. Nay, truly, Sir, 1 could never ou grace in all 
he life, 
Tit. 
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Tit. Sirrah, come hither ; make no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the emperor : 
By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 
Hold, hold ;—mean while, here's money for thy charges, 
Give me a pen and ink. 
Sirrah, can you with a grace e a ſupplication? 5 

Clown. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then here is a ſupplication hoe you. And when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach, you muſt kneel ; 
then kiſs his foot; then deliver up your pigeons; and then 
look for your reward. To = at hand, Sir; ſee you do it 
path 

Clown. I warrant you, Sir; iet me "TOY 

Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a knife? Come, let me ſee it, 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; 

For thou haſt made it like an humble ht — 

And when thou haſt given it the emperor, | 

Knock at my door, and tell me what he ſays. 

Clown. God be with you, Sir; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us 80 Publius, follow me. 
[ Exeunt, 


* 
— 


SCENE IF, 


The Palace. Enter Emperor, and Empreſs, and her tws 
Sons ; the Emperor TE: the 9 N in ny Hend, that 


TiTvus ſoot. 


Sat. Why, lent, what wrongs are theſe? Was ever ſeen 
An emperor of Rome thus over-borne, | 
Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of legal juſtice, us'd in ſuch contempt ? 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 
However the diſturbers of our peace 
Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath paſt, . 
But even with law, againſt the wilful ſons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 


His ſorrows have ſo overwhelm'd his wits, «Nl 
5 3 Shall 


Ad 1. TITUS AN DRON cus. 229 


Shall be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to hcaven for his redreſs : 

See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 

This to Apollo; this to the god of war: 

Sweet ſcrolls, to fly about the ſtreets of Rome! 

What's this, but libelling againſt the ſenate, 

And blazoning our injuſtice every where ? : 

A goodly humour, is it not my lords? 

As who ſhould ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecſtacies | : \ 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 

But he and his ſhall know, that juſlice lives 

In Saturninus' health; whom, if ſhe fleep, 

He'll ſo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall 

Cut off the proud'ſt conſpirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, moſt lovely Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 

The effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 5 

Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep and ſcar'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, © 

Than proſecute the meaneſt, or the beſt, 

For theſe contempts. Why, thus it ſhall become [ A/ide. 

High-witted-Tamora to gloze with all: 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wiſe, . 

Then is all 1885 the anchor's in the port, — 

Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow ? wouldſt thou ſpeak with us? 
Clown. Ves, forſooth, an your miſterſhip be emperial. 
Tit. Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the emperor. 

Clown.” Tis he.--Godandfaint Stephen, give you good den: 

I have ne, you a letter, and a couple of pigeons here. 

[ The Emperor reads the Leicr, 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently, | 
Clown, How much money muſt 1 have ? | 
Tam, Come, Sirrah, you muſt be hang'd, 
Vor. VII. . | 


Clot TP. 
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Clhwn, Hang'd ! By'r lady, then I have brought up a 
neck to a fair end. | (Exit. 
Sat. Deſpightful and intolerable wrongs! 

Shall I endure this monſtrous villainy ? 

I know from whence this ſame device proceeds: 

May this be borne ?—as if his traiterous ſons, 

That dy'd by law for murder of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? — 

V0, drag the villain hither by the hair; 

Nor age, nor honour, ſhall ſhape privilege :— 

For this proud mock, I'll be thy flaughter-man ; 

Sly frantic wretch, that holp'it to make me great, 

In 88 thyſelf ſnould govern Rome and me. 

Enter AEMILIUS. 
Sat. What news with thee, Emilius? 
ZEmil. Arm, arm, my lords; Rome never had more cauſe! 

The Goths have gather'd head; and with a power 

Of high-reſolved men, bent to the ſpoil, 

They hither march amain, under conduct a 

Of Lucius, ſon to old Andronicus; 

Who threats, in courſe of his revenge, to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths? 

Theſe tidings nip me; and I hang the head 

As flowers with froſt, or graſs beat down with ſtorms. 

Ay, now begin our ſorrows to approach : 

*Tis he, the common people love ſo much; 

Myſelf have often over-heard them ſay 

(When I have walked like a private man), 

That Lucius' baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſh'd that Lucius were their emperor. 
Tam. Why ſhould you fear? is not our city ſtrong ?. ? 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius; 

And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. | 
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name. 

Is the ſun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it? 

The eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 

Knowing, that with the ſhadow of his wings, 


Ae IJ. TITUS AN p RON ICS. 13 * 


He can at pleafure ſtint their melody: 

Even fo may'ſt thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy ſpirit : for know, thou emperor, 
| will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous, 
Than baits to fizh, or honey-ſtalks to ſheep; 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 

'The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his ſon for us. 

Tam. If Tamora intreat him, then he will: 
For I can ſmooth, and fill his aged ear | 
With golden promiſes ; that were his heart 
Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet ſhould both ear and heart obey my tongue.— 

Go thou before, be our ambaſſador : [To AEMILIUS, 
Say, that the emperor requeſts a parley 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. Amilius, do this meſſage honourably : 
And if he ſtand on hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt, 


mil. Your bidding ſhall I do effeQually. [Exit. 


Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 
And temper him with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, ſweet emperor, be blithe again, 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 
Sat. Then go ſucceſsfully, and plead to him. [ Zxeusf. 


* 
ET — — 


ACT Y._ SCENBT. 


The Camp, at a ſmall Diſtance from Rome. Enter Lucius 
and Gothe, with Drum and Soldiers. 


. Tucius. 


 Arprover warriors, and my faithful ſriends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
V's Which 
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232 TITUS ANDRONICUS. Ad V. 
Which ſignify, what hate they bear their emperor, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they are. 
"Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witneſs, 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you. any ſcaith, 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. | 
. Goth, Brave lip, ſprung from the great Andronfeus, 

Whoſe name was once our terror, now our comfort ; 
Whoſe high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Ee bold in us: we'll follow where thou lead'ſt,— 
Like ftinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's day, 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd fields,— 
And be aveng'd on eurfed Tamera. 

msn. And, as he faith, ſo ſay we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a luſty Goth ? 


Enter a Geth, leading AARON, with bis Cbild in bis. Tun. 


Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our trooos! ſtray d. 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaſtery ; * 
H as I earneſtly did fix mine eye 
Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 
1 heard a child cry underneath a wall: 
I made unto the noiſe ; when foon I heard 
The crying babe controPd with this diſcourſe : 
Peace, taway /lave; half me, and half thy dam l 
Did not thy bue bewray «whoſe brat then art, | 
Had nature leut thee but thy motber's look, 
Fillain, theu might ft heave been an emferor : 
ut where the bull and cow are both mill- xubite, 
Try never do beget a coal-black calf. : 
| Peace, villain, peace /—even thus he rates the babe 
Fur 1 nit bear thee to a truſty Goth ; ; 
Filho, when he knows thou art the empreſs" babe, 
Mill hold thee dearly for thy mother's Joke, | 
With this, my weapon drawn, I ruſh'd upon him, 
Surpris'd him ſuddenly ; and brought him hither, 
Fo uſe as you think needſul of the man, 


Luc. O worthy Goth! this is the incarnate devil, 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand: 
This is the pearl that pleas d your empreſs eye 3 
And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt. — 
Say, wall-cy'd flave, whither would'ſt thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? | 
Why doſt not ſpeak ? What! deaf? No! not a word? 
A halter, ſoldiers; hang him on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baſtardy. 
Aar. 'Touch not the boy; he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the ſire for ever being good 
Firſt hang the child, that he may ſee it ſprawl ;. 
A ſight to vex the father's ſoul withal, 
Get me a ladder. 
Aar. Lucius, fave the child; 
And bear it from me to the empreſs. 
If thou do this, I'll ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear : 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
['ll ſpeak no more; But vengeance rot you all! 
Luc. Say on; and, if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak' ft, 
Thy child ſhall live, and I will fee it nouriſh'd. 
Aar. An if it pleaſe thee ? why, aſfurc thee, Lucius, 
'Twill vex thy ſoul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak ; 
For I muſt talk of murders, rapes, and maſſacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of miſchief, treaſon ; vilianies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſly perform'd: 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Unleſs thou ſwear to me, my child ſhall live. 
Zuc. Tell on thy mind; I ſay, thy child ſhall live. 
Aar. Swear, that he ſhall, and then I will begin. 
Tuc. Who ſhould I ſwear by? thou believ'ſt no god; 
That granted, how can'ſt thou believe an oath ? 
Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not: 
Vet, — for I know thou art religious, 
And haſt a thing within thee, called conſcience; : 
With twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve, | 
U3 | Therefore 
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2534 TITUS ANDRONIC'Ss Ad V. 
Therefore I urge thy oath ;—For that, I know, 
An ideot holds his bauble for a god, 
And keeps the oath, which by that god he fears; : 
To that PII urge him :—Therefore, thou ſhalt vow 
By that ſame god, what god ſoe'er it be, 
That thou ador'ſt and haſt in reverence, — 
To ſave my boy, nouriſh, and bring him up; 
Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 
Luc, Even by my god, I ſwear to thee, I will, 
Aar. Firſt, know thou, I begot him on the empreſs. | 
Zuc. O moſt infatiate, luxurious woman! 
Aar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. 
Twas her two ſons, that murder'd Baſhanus : 


They cut thy ſiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 


And cut her hands off; and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
Luc. O, deteſtable villain ! call'ſt thou that trimming? 
Aar. Why, ſhe was waſh'd, and cut, and trimm'd; and 

Trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. ['*twas 
Luc. O, barbarous beaſtly villains, like thyſelf ! 

Aar. Indeed, I was the tutor to inſtru them: 


That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 


As ſure a card as ever won the ſet ; 


That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me, 


As true a dog as ever fought at head,— 
Well, let my deeds be witneſs of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileſul hole, 


Where the defd corps of Baſſianus lay: 


I wrote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd, 
Confederate with the queen, and her two ſons : 
And what not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchief in it ? 

1 play'd the cheater for thy father's hand; 
And, when I had it, drew mylelf apart, 
And a!moſt broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
1 pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 
When, for his hand, he had his two ſon's heads; 


Beheld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily, 
| Kd, | The 


That both mine eyes were rainy like to his; 

And when J told the empreſs of this ſport, 

She ſwooned almoſt at my pleaſing tale, 

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth. What! canſt thou ſay all this, and never bluſh ? 
Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the ſaying is. e 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry ſor theſe heinous deeds? 
Aar. Ay, that | had not done a thouſand more. 

Even now I curſe the day (and yet, I think, 

Few come within the compaſs of my curſe), 

Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill: 

As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death; 

Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it; 

Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwear myſelf ; 

Set deadly enmity between two friends; 

Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; : 

Set fire on barns and hay-ſtacks in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their tears, 

Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 

And ſet them upright at their dear friends* doors 

Even when the ſorrow almoſt was forgot ; 

And on their ſkins, as on the bark of trees, 

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 

Let not your ſorrow die, though J am dead, 

'Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 

As willingly as one would kill a fly; 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 

But that I cannot do tea thouſand more, 
Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he muſt not die 

So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently. 

Aar. If there be devils, would 1 were a devil, 

To live and burn in everlaſting fire; 

So I might have your company in hell, 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 4 


Luc. Sirs, ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 


Enter AEMILIUS, 
Goth. My lord, there is a meſſenger from Rome, 
Deſires to be admitted to your — 
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Luc. Let him come near. 
Welcome, Emilius, what's the news from i ? 
ZEmil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me: : 
And, ſor he underſtands you are in arms, 5 
He craves a parley at your father's houſe; 
Willing you to demand your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately deliver'd. 
Goth. What ſays our general? 4 
Tuc. Emilius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, | 
And we will come. March away. | Ext unt · 


1 
\ 


a 
” > E 


SCENE II. 


Titus s Palace in Rome. Enter TAMoRaA, CHIRON, and. n 
| PDauxrzios, diſguiſed. = 


Tam. Thus, in this ſtrange and fad habiliment 


J will encounter with Andronicus; 


And ſay, I ant Revenge, ſent from below, 


To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs, 


Knock at his ſtudy, where, they ſay, he keeps, 


To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge ; 

Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 

And work confuſion on his enemies. 
They Enoch, and Titus opens bis Study Door 

Tit. Who doth moleſt my contemplation ? 

Is it your trick to make me opt the door; 

That ſo my ſad decrees may fly away, 

And all niy ſtudy be to no effect? 

You are deceiv'd: for what I mean to do; 

See here in bloody lines I have ſet down; 

And what is written ſhall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No; not a word : How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ? | 
Thou baſt the odds of me, therefore no more. 

hf | Tam. 
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Tam. If thou did'ſt know me, thou would'ſt talk with 
Tit. I am not mad; I know thee well enough: [me. 
| Witneſs this wretched ſtump, theſe crimſon lines; 
Witneſs theſe trenches, made by grief and care; 
Witneſs the tiring day, and heavy night ; 
Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empreſs, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy coming for my other hand 7 
Tam. Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora y 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend: 
I am Revenge; ſent from the infernal kingdom, 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes, 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's ligkt; ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death: 
There's not a hollow cave, nor Jurking-place, 
No vaſt obſcurity, or miſty vale, 
Where bloody murder, or deteſted rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake, | 
Tit. Art thou Revenge! ? and art thou ſent to ns 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? | | 

Tam. Iam; thereſdre come down, and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me ſome fervice, e'er I come to thee, 
Lo, by thy fide where Rape, and Murder, ſtands; 
Now give ſome *ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then UII come, and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl! along with thee about the globes. 
Provide two proper palfries, black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwift away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will diſmount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a ſervile footman, all day long ; 
Even from Hyperion's riſing in the eaſt, 
Until his very downfal in the ſea, 
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And day by day I'll do this heavy taſk, | 
So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Tam. Theſe are my miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters ? what are they call'd ? 
Tam. Rapine, and Murder: therefore called ſo, 
*Cauſe they take vengeance on ſuch kind of men. 
T:t. Good lord, how like the empreſs' ſons they are! 
And you, the empreſs ! But we worldly men 
Have miſerable, mad, miſtaking eyes, 
O ſweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 
And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee in it by and by. 
| | [Exit Tirus 28 . 
Tam. This cloſing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain. ſick fits, 
Do you uphold and maintain in your ſpeeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
I' make him ſend for Lucius, his ſon ; \ 
And whilſt I at a banquet hold him ſure, 
Il find ſome cunning practice out of hand, 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the leaſt, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I muſt ply my theme. 
Enter Titus. 
Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee: 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful houſe ;—- . 
Rapine, and Murder, you are weleome too 
How like the empreſs and her ſons you are ! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor :— 
Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devil ?— 
For, well I wot, the empreſs never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor; 
And, would you repreſent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had ſuch a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What ſhall we do? 
Tam. What wouldſt thou have us do, Andronicus ? 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him. T 
Lon 1 Che. - 
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Chi. Shew me a villain, that hath done a rape, 
And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 
Tam. Shew me a thouſand, that have done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. 
Tit. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Rome; 
And when thou find'ſt a man that's like thyſelf, 
Good Murder, ſtab him; he's a murderer. = 
Go thou with him ; and, when it is thy hap, 
To find another that i is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, ſtab him; he is a raviſher— _ 
Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; | 
Well may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee; 
I pray thee, do on them ſome violent death, 
They have been violent to me and mine. 
Tam. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us; this ſhall we dn. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 
To ſend for Lucius, thy thrice valiant ſon, 
| Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goch, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy hduſe-: A 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn feaſt, . 
I will bring in the empreſs and her ſons, | 
The emperor himſelf, and all thy foes ; 1 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and knee, > 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart. 
What ſays Andronicus to this device ? 
Tit. Marcus, my brother — tis ſad Titus calls. 
| Enter Marcus. 
Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 
Thou ſhalt inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt princes of the Goths 
Bid him enramp his ſoldiers where they are : 
Tell him, the emperor and the empreſs too . 
Feaſt at my houſe; and he ſhall feaſt with them. 
This do thou for my love; and ſo let him, 
As he regards his aged father's life. | 
Mar. This will I do, and ſoon return again, [Ext. 
Td Tam. 
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Tam. | Now; will I hence about thy buſineſs, 

And take my miniſters along with me. i 
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with meg. 
Or elſe V1] call my brother back again, . 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam. [to ber Sons. ] What ſay you, boys! ? will you abide 
 Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, __ [with him, 
How I have govern'd our determin'd jeſt? * : 
Yield to, his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, - 

And tarry with him till I come again. 

Tit. I know them all though they ſuppoſe me . 
And will o'er-reach them in their own 8 
A pair of curſed hell-hounds, and their dam. 14 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us Shay 2 
Tum. Farewel, Andronicus; Revenge now goes. 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. - [Exit Tan, 
Tit. I know, thou doſt; and, ſweet Revenge, farewell, 
Chi. Tell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd?. 
Tit. Tut, 1 have work enough for you to do, 
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine! , 
Enter PUBLIUS, and Servants, | 
- Pub. What is your will? _ 0 
Tit. Know you thaſe eee _; 
Pub. The empreſs' ſons, 
I take them, Chiron, and Deus 

Tit. F ye, Publius, fye! thou art too much deceiv'd; 

*The one is Murder, Rape 1s the other's name ; 


And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 


Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them: | 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 1 
And now I find it: therefore bind „ 
And d p their months if they 9 to cry. 8 

| [Exit Trros. 


Chi, Villains, 1 we are the empreſs ſous. - | 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded, 
Stop cloſe their mouths, let them not ſpcak a word: 
Is he l n look, chat 258 bind them faſt. 
e ee SEX 


Wa 
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Re-enter Titus AnDaonzcvs with a Knife, and Lavinig 
with a Baſon, 2 : 


Tit. Come, come, PLOT look, thy foes are bound. 
, Sirs, ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me; 
But let them hear what fearful words J utter.— 
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius! | 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ſtain'd with mud; 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mix'd. 
You kill'd her haſband; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death: 
My hand cut off, and made a nierry jeſt : 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs chaſtity, r,, 
Inhuman traitors, you conſtrain'd and fore d. 
What would you ſay, if 1 ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains, for ſhame, you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 
Whilſt that Lavinia twixt her ſtumps doth hold 
»The baſon, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad. 
Hark, villains; 1 will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it I'll make a paſte; - 
And of the paſte a coffin will I rear, 7 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads; 
And bid that trumpet, your unhallow'd * 
Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that I have bid her too. 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurſeit on; 
For worſe than Philomel you us d my e 
And worſe than Progne I will de reveng'd: 
And now prepare your throats, —Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood: and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it; 5 
And in that paſte let their vile heads he bak d. 
Come, come, be every one officious | EDS 
Vor. VII. X To 
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To make this banquet ; which I wiſh might Prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaur's feaſt. 
e eu their Throatz, 
So, now tan them in, for I will play the cook, 
And ſee them ready gainſt their mother comes. [ Exeunt, 


I 


* 


SCENE 22. 


$ 


Enter Lucws, Marcos, „ Goths, with AARON Pri- 
ener. | : 


Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſince it is my father's mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

Goth. And ours with thine, befall what fortune will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accurſed devil; - 

Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter lim: 
Till he be brought unto the emperor's face, 
For teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings: 

And ſee the ambuſh of our friends be ſtrong z 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whiſper curſes in mine ear, 
And prompt nie, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my ſwelling heart ! 

Luc, ”—_— inhuman dog! unhallow'd ſlave !— 
| | [ Exeunt Got he, with Aanow. 

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in,— [Fleuriſb. 
The e 26g ſhew the Emperor is at hand, | 


\ 


Sound Trumpets. 1 SATURNINUS and TAMORA, with 
- Tribunes and others. 


Sat. What, hath the firmament more ſuns than we 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thyſelf a ſun? 
Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; 
Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debated, 
The feaſt is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 
: | S; ne 


— 
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| Pleaſe you, therefore, draw ON and take your Places. 
_ Sat. Marcus, we will. | [ Hautboys, 


A Table brought ins Enter Tirvs, like a. Coal, placing the 
Meat on the Table, and LAVIN1A, with a Veil over ber face, 


Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread ym 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius; | 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor, 
Twill fill your ſtomachs; pleaſe you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 

Tit, Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 
To entertain your highneſs, and your empreſs. 

' Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus, 

27¹. An if your highneſs knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, reſolve me this ; | 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, _ 

To ſlay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain d, and dellower'd 

Sat. It was, Andronicus.. : 

Tit. Your reaſon, mighty lord ? 

Sat. Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrows.. 

Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual; 

A pattern,. precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like 


Die, die, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee; 


And, with hy ſhame, thy ſather's ſorrow die! 8 

[ He kills Ber. 
Ser. What haſt thou * unnatural, and unkind? 
Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me blind. 

L am as woful as Virginius was: 

And have a thouſand times more cauſe tho he 

2 To do this outrage ;—and it is now done. 

Sat. What, was ſhe raviſh'd? tell, who did the deed. 

Tit. Will't pleaſe you eat? will't pleaſe your highneſs 

feed ? 
Tam. Why haſt thou flain thine 5 daughter thus? 
Tit. Not I; *twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 
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They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue, -- 
And they, *twas they, that did ker all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us preſently. 5 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye ; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſelf hath bred. 
"Tis 5 tis true; witneſs my knife's ſharp point. 
ke fab Tamona. 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accurſed deed. 
[ He fabs Titus, 
Luc, Can A ſon's eye e behold his father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
| ' Lvcivs abs SATURNINUS 
Aar. Von fad fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By uproar ſever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempeſtuous guſts, 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual ſheaf; 
Theſe broken limbs again into one bod. 
Geth, Let Rome herſelf be bane into herſelf; 
And ſhe, whom mighty kingdoms curtſey to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt-away, | 
Do ſhameful execution on herſelf. | 
Mar. But if my froſty figns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, | 
| Speak, Rome 0 7895 friend; ; as erſt our anceſtor, 


: [To Lvcivs, 
When with his 1 tongue he did diſcourſe, | 
To love-ſick Dido's ſad attending ear, - 


The ſtory of that baleful burning night, 

When ſubtle Greeks furpris'd king Priam's Troy; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, ? 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.— 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor ſteel ; 

Nor can H utter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 
And break my very utterance; even in the time 


When. 
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Wheu it ſhould move you to attend me ads 

Lending your kind commiſeration: 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 

Your hearts will throb, and weep to hear him ſpeak. 
Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murder'd our emperor's brother; 

And they it was, that raviſhed our ſiſter : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded; 

Our father's tears deſpis'd, and baſely cozen'd 

Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out, 

And ſent her enemies unto the grave. 

Laſtly, myſelf unkindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 

To beg relief among Rome's enemies; 

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 

And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend: ' 

And 1 am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you, 

That have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood; 

And from her boſom took the enemy's. point, 

Sheathing the ſteel in my advent'rous body. 

Alas! you know, I am no vaunter, I; 

My ſcars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 

That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 

But, ſoft methinks, I do 2 too much, 

Citing my worrhleſs praiſe: O, pardon me: 

For when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelves. 
Mar. Now is my turu to ſpeak: Behold this child, 

Of this was Tamora delivered; 

The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of theſe woes; 

The villain is alive in Titus“ houſe, 

And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 

Now judge, what cauſe had Titus to revenge 

Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 

Or mote than any living man could bear. 

Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you, a 2 

Have we done aught amiſs? Shew us wherein, 

And, from the place where you behold us now, 

X 3 The 


— 


as TITUS ANDRONICUS, AAT. 
The poor remainder of Andronici | 

Will, hand in hand, all headlong caſt us owe, | 

And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our brains, 

And make a mutual cloſure of our honſe. 

Speak, Romans, ſpeak : and if you fay, we ſhall, 

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. : 

mil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 

And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor; for, well I know, L 
The common voice do cry, it ſhall be ſo. 

Mar. Lucins, all hail; Rome's royal emperor !. 1! 
Go, go into old Titus' ſorrowful houſe ;- 

And hither hale that miſbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudg' d ſome direful ſlaughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 
Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious governor ! 

Tuc. Thanks, gentle Romans; may I govern ſo,. 
To heal Reme's harms, and wipe away: her woe! 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while. — 
For nature puts me to a heavy taſk ;— 

Stand all aloof ;—but, uncle, draw you near, 
To ſhed obſequious tears upon this trunk :;— 
©, take n warm _ on oy pale cold ** 
b Kies Tirus. 
Theſe forrowful 2 upon thy blood-ſtain'd face, 
The laſt true duties of thy noble fon !- 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kifs for kiſs, 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O, were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 
| Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them! 

Luc, Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn of us. 
To melt in ſhowers : Thy grandfire lov'd thee well: 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, 

Sung thee aſleep, his loving breaſt thy pillow ;. 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, ; 

| Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ;- 

In that reſpect then, like a loving child, 

Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 

Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo ; 
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Friends ſhould aſſociate friends in grief and woe ; 
Bid him farewel; commit him to the grave ; 
Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 4 
Bey. O grandſire, grandſire! even with all my heart 
Would I were dead, ſo you did live again! 
O lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping; 
My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth. 
Enter Romans, with AARON. 
Rem. You ſad Andronici, have done with woes 
Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 
Luc. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſſi him; 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for food: 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he dies. This is our doom: 
Some ſtay, to ſee him faſten'd in the earth. | 
Aar. O, why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb 1 
I am no baby, I, that, with baſe prayers, 
FE ſhould repent the evils I have done; 
Ten thouſand, worſe than ever yet I did, 
Wouid I perform, if I might have my will: 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
Ido repent it from my very ſoul, 
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor _ 63 
And give him burial in his father's grave: 
My father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our houſhold's monument. 
As for that heinous tyger, Tamora, 
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell ſhall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beaſts, and birds of prey: 
Her life was beaſt- like, and devoid of pity ; 
And, being fo, ſhall have like want of pity. 
See juſtice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 
From whom our heavy haps have had their gs 
Then, afterwards, to order well the ſtate; | 
That like events may ne er it ruinate. [ Exeunt emnevs. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. | 
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Cymbeline, King of Britain, | 

Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former huſband. 

Teonatus Poſthumus, a Gentleman married to the Princeſs. 

Belariur, a baniſhed Lord, diſguiſed under the Name of 
Morgan. 

Guiderius, dihgrtfed' under the 8 of Polydore and 

— 3 Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Belarius. 

Pbilario, an Italian, Friend to Poſthumus. | 

ALachimo, Friend to Philario. | 

Caius Lucius, Ambaſſador from Rome, , 

' Piſanio, Servant to Poſthumus, | 

A French Gentleman. 

Cornelius, a Phyſician. 

Two Gentlemen. 


WO ME NM 
Queen, Wife to Cymbeline. 5 


Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, a Tribune 5 Apparitions, 2 
Soothſayer, Captains, Soldiers, TER and other 
Attendants. 


SCENE, ſometimes in Britain » ſometimes in Italy. 


ACT 7. ScENE 1 | 
CymMBrLiine's Palace in W ' Eater tous Gentlemen. 


1 en 


Ye do not meet a man, but frowns : our bloods 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers' A 
Still ſeem, as does the king's, t | 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 
I Gent. His daughter and the heir of his kingdom, whom 
He purpos'd to his wife's Tole ſon (a widow, 

That late he married), hath referr*d herſelf | 
'Unto a poor, but worthy gentleman : She's wedded s © 
Her huſband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd: all 5 
Is out ward forrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent, None but the king? ; | 

I Gent. He, that hath loſt her, too; ſo is the' queen, 
That moſt deſir d the match: But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 

Glad at the thing they ſcowl at. 
2 Gent. And why ſo? f 
x Gent. He that hath miſs'd the princeſs, is a a thing | 
'Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her 
(U mean, that marry'd her---alack, good man 
And therefore baniſh'd), is a creature ſuch, 
As, to ſeek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be ſomething failing 
In him that ſhould compare, I do not thidk, © 
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So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within, 
Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent. You ſpeak him far, | 

1 Gent. I do extend him, Sir, within himſelf; 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 
His meaſure duly. 

2 Gent, What's his name, and birth? _ | 
1 Gert. I cannot delve him to the root; His father 
Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour, _ 
Apainft the Romans, with Caſſibelan; | 
But had his titles by Tenantius, wk 
He ſerv'd with glory and admir'd ſucceſs; 
So gain'd the ſur- addition, Leonatus : | 
And had, beſides this gentleman in queſtion, 
Two other ſons; who, in the wars o the time, 
Dy'd with their foes in hand : for which, their father 
(Then old and fond of iſſue) took ſuch ſorrow, | 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady, 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As be was born. 'The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection; calls him Poſthumus; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts to him all the learning that his tine 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, faſt as twas miniſter'd ; and 
In his ſpring became a harveſt : Liv'd in court 
(Which rare it is to do), moſt prais'd, moſt lov'd ; 
2 ſample to the youngeſt; to the more mature, 

A. glaſs that featur d them; and to the grayer, 

A child that guided ae : to his miſtreſs, 
For whom he now is baniſh'd---her own price 
Proclaims how ſhe eſteem'd him and his virtue; | 
By her election may be truly read, 
What kind of man he 1s, | 

2 Gent. 1 honour him 
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me, 
Is ſhe ſole child to the king? 

1 Gent. His only child. 
He had two ſons (if this be worth your hearing, 


— 
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Mark it), the eldeſt of them at three years old, 

I' the ſwathing clothes the other, from their nurſery 
Were ſtolen; and to this hour, no guels 1 in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 Gent. How long is this ago? 
I Gent. Some twenty years. 
2 Gent. That a king's children ſhould be ſo convey 4 

30 ſlackly guarded! And the ſearch fo flow, 

That could not trace them 

I Cent. Howſoe'er tis ſtrange, 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh' d at, 

Yet is it true, Sir. 

2 Gent. I do well believe you. 
1 Gent. We muſt forbear: Here comes the grontleman, 

The queen and princeſs. | (. 


— 


” 
_—y 5 * 8 ”—_ A+. 


 SCEWE 17. 
Enter the Queen, PosTHUMUS, IMOGEN ond Attendants. : 


Queen. No, be aſſur'd, you ſhall not find me daughter, 
After the ſlander of molt ſtep. mothers, | 
Evil ey'd unto you: you are my priſoner, but ; 
Your gaoler ſhall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
So ſoon as I can win the offended king, . 
I will be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him; and 'twere good, 
Vou lean'd unto his ſeritence, with what patience 
. Your wiſdom may inform you. 
Poſt. Pleaſe your highneſs. 
I will from hence to-day. 
Dueen, You know the peril ;ﬀ—— _ 
111 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections; though the king 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. [ Exits 
Ino. O diſſembling courteſy ! How fine this tyrant | 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds !—My deareſt huſband, _ 


— 2 
— 
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I ſomething fear my father's wrath ; but nothing 

(Always reſerv'd my holy duty), * 
His rage can do on me: You muſt be gone; 
And J ſhall here abide che hourly ſhot - 
Of angry eyes; not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That 1 may ſee again. 

Peſt. My queen! my miſtreſs! 
O, lady, weep no more; leſt I give cauſe 
Jo be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs ) 
Than doth become a man! I will remain | 
The loyal'ſt huſband that did e'er plight troth, 
My reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter; thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you ſend, 
Thovgy ink be made of gall. 
Re-enter Qucen. 
Queen. Be brief, I pray you: 5 

If the king come, I ſhall incur I know not . 


How much of his diſpleaſure ;—Yet I'll move him 
| LA. i 


To walk this way : I never FR him wrong, 

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends; 

Pays dear for my offences. 654.1 of Wands, 
Pot. Should we be taking leave | | 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 

The lothneſs to depart would grow: Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little: | \ 

Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love; 

This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart; 

But keep it till you woo another wife, 

When Imogen is dead. 

Poſt. How! how! . 2—— 

| You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 

And ſear up my emhracements from a next _. "Fl 


With bonds of death !.--Remain, remain thou here. 
| ; * on the Ring. 
White 


* 


"2 


Fs 


ff 
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While ſenſe can keep it on! And ſwzeteſt, faireſt, 
As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you, 
To you ſo infinite loſs; ſo, in our trifles 
I ſtill win of you: For my-ſake, wear this; 
It is a manacle Ww love; Ill place it £ 
| [ Putting a Bracelet on ber Arm, 
Upon this faireſt priſoner. 2 
Imo. O, the gods |!—_— | 
When ſhall we ſee again 
Enter San LING; and Lords, 
Po oft. Alack, the king ! 


Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid ! hence, from my abt! 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court 


With thy unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt: 28 Ms 
Thou art poiſon to my blood. 


Poſt. The gods protect you! 
And bleſs the good remainders of the court! 


I am gone. Bo 
Imo. There cannot Wl a pinch i in death 
. More ſharp than this is. T1 2 


Cym. O diſloyal thing, 
That ſhould'ſt repair my youth ; thou beapelt 
4 year's age on me 
Imo. J beſeech you, Sir, 
Harm not yourſelf with your vexation; I 
Anm ſenſeleſs of your wrath; a e more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all e oy 
Cym. Paſt grace ? obedience ? 
Imo. Paſt hope, and in deſpair; that way, = grace. 1 
Cym. That might'ſt have had the ſele ſon of my queen! 
Imo. O bleſt, that I might'ſt not! I choſe. an eagle, 


And did avoid a puttock. 
Cym. Thou took'ſt a beggar; wouldſt have made my 
A ſeat for baſeneſs. 5 | {throne 


Imo. No; I rather added 0 

A luſtre to it. | 28 
Om. O thou vile one: 
Imd. Sir. 

It is . fault that 1 W jaw 'd Pothunun; . 


Kod 


of what commands I ſhould be ſubject to. 


% 
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You bred him as my. play-fellow ; and he is 
A man, worth any woman e me 
Almoſt the ſum he pays. | 
 Cym, What !—art thou mad? _ > 


Imo. Almoſt, Sir: Heaven reſtore me —Would L were 
A neat herd's daughter ! and my Lane 


Our N ſhepherd's ſon ! 

Re-enter Quien. 
Cym. Thou fooliſh thing! 
Far were again together: you have done 


I Te the Qunen, 
Not after our command. 4 with her, . 
And pen her up. | 
Queen. Beſeech your patience Pence, 
Dear lady daughter, peace; — Sweet ſovereign, 


Leave us to ourſelves ; and make yourſelf ſome comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. 


Cm. Nay, let her languiſh 
A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly : 
- Enter Pr8Ano. 
Oreen. Fie !- you muſt give way: 


| Here i is your ſervant.---How now, Sir, what news ? 


Pif. My bord, your ſon. drew an my ane 
Queen. i 

No harm, I truſt, dt =P 1 
Piſ. There might have been, 


- But that my maſter rather play'd than fought, 


And kad no help of anger; they were {7 922 
By gentlemen at hand. 


Deca. 1 am very glad on't. | 7 
Imo. Your ſon's my father's friend: he 0 his en 


To draw upon an exile !---O brave 8ir 


F would they were in Afric both together ; 
Myſclf by with a needle, that 1 might prick | 


The goer back. Why came you from your maſter? 


Pif. On his command: He would not ſuffer me 
To, bring him to the haven : left theſe netes 


When 
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When it pleas'd you to employ me. 55 
Queen. This hath been 
' Your faithful ſervant”; I dare lay mine honour, 
He will remain ſo, | 
Piſ. I humbly thank your highneſs. © ot 
Queen. Pray, walk a while. | 7 
Imo. About ſome half hour hence, pray you ſpeak with 
You ſhall, at leaſt, go ſee my lord abourd : [me : 
For this time, leave me. WI ED | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE. | 


1 


Enter Crorxx, and to Lords, 


x Lord. Sir I would adviſe you to ſhift a ſhirt; che violence 
of action hath made you reck as a ſacrifice : Where air 
comes out, air comes in : there s none abroad ſo whole- | 
ſome as that you vent. \ 

Clot. If my ſhirt were bloody, then to ſhift it | 
Ha ve I hurt him? 

2 Lord. No, faith; not ſo much: as his patience. A. 

1. Lord. Hurt kim | ? his body's a paſſable carcaſs, if he 
be not hurt: it is a CENT for ſteel, if it be not 
hurt. 

2 Lord. His ſteel was in = GED} > it went 0 the backſi de 
the town, [Alade. 
Cllot. The villain * not tand: ee. 
2 Lord. No; but he fled forward ſtill, toward your face. 
[[ Aſade. 
I Lord. Stand you! You have land enough of your 
own: but he added to your pi ; . you ne | 
ground. 
2 Lord. As wege malen as you have oceans: Pujplcs 


1 

Clet. I would; hoy had not come between us. - 
2 Lord. So would I; 'till you had meaſur d BOW has 4 
fool you were upon the ground. I Alas. 
e |  Clot. 


* S 


* 
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Clat. And 1 that ſhe. ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe 
me. 
2 Lord. If it be a ſin to make a true election, ſhe is 


damn d. Il Ale. 


"I Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her 


brain go not together: She's a good ſign, but I have ſeen 
mall reflection of her wit. 


2 Lord. She ſhines not upon pals leſt the reflection 
ſhould hurt her. | [ Afede. 

Clot. Come, I'll to my chamber: Would ere: had deen 
ſome hurt done 

2 Lord. I wiſh not ſo; unleſs it had been the fall of an 

aſs, which is no great hurt, [ Afide.. 

Clot. You'll go with us? . ES 

I Lord. I'll attend your lerdſhip. 

Clat. Nay, come, let's go together. 5 

2 Tord. Well, my lord. a | _*[Exeunt 


— 


& 7 IR 
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— 2 3 * * E + at. þ W —— 


Nog SCENE IF. 


| IMtoGEN's Atartments. Enter IMOGEN an1 PrsawiO. | 


Ino. I would thou grew'ſt unto the ſhores o the haven, 


And queſtion*dſt every ſail : if he ſhould write, 


And I not have it, twere a paper loſt i 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the laſt Sy 
That he ſpake to thee? 
Piſ. Twas, His queen, bis queen | | 
Ino. Then wav'd his handkerchief 7 
Piſ. And kiſs'd it, madam. 
Ino. Senſeleſs linen ! happier een than 1— 
And that was all? 
Pi. No, madam; for ſo long 


Ass be could make me with this eye, or ear, 


Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 


Still ar as the fits and ſtirs of his mind 


Could beſt expreſs how ſlow his ſoul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift. his ſhip.. 
J. 


— 


48 RT CYMBELINE. 249 
Ino. Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 

As little as a crow, or leſs, e er 1 

To after- eye him. 

Piſ. Madam, ſo I did. 

Ino. I would have broke mine eye-ftrings; ; Crac d cham, 
To look upon him; till the diminution - [but 
' Of en had ule? Hink: Sinha ta lobathe 1 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat to air; and then 
Have turn'd mine eye, and wept.— But, er Piſanio, : 
When ſhall we hear from him? 4 

Pif. Be aſſur d, madam, 

With his next vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay : e er I could tell him, 

How I would think on him, at certain hours, | 
Such thoughts, and ſuch ; or I could make him ſwear, 
The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray 

Mine intereſt, and his honour ; or have charg'd him, 
At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, at rn 


To encounter me with oriſons, for then 


' FE am in heaven for him; or e' er I could 
Give him that parting kiſs, which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 
Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The queen, madam, 

Deſires your highneſs' company. 
| Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them difpatch's,— 
E will attend the queen, 


Pif. Madam, I hall. © „I 


— ————ä — * _ 


*abo  EYMBELINE, | 1 AA . 


SCENE. V. 


. Reme. An Apartment in PEILAR10'sS Houſe. Euter Pui- 


LARIO, la chIMo, and a Frenchman, 


Tach. Believe it, Sir : 1 have ſeen kink in Britain; he 
was then of a creſcent note: expected to prove ſo worthy, 
as fince he has been allowed the name of: but I could 


then have look'd on him without the help of admiration ; 


though the catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 


buy his fide, and I to peruſe him by items, 


Phil. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh d, 
than now he is, with that which makes es both without 


and within. | 
French. J have ſeen his in France: we. had very | miny 


there, could behold the ſun with as firm eyes as he. 


Tach. This matter of marrying his king's daughter 
(wherein he muſt be weigh'd rather by her value, than 


his own), words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the 


matter, 

French, And then his 1 | 
Lach. Ay, and the approbations of thoſe, that weep this 
lamentable divorce, under her colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him; be it but to fortify her judgment, which 
elfe an eaſy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar 
without more quality. But how comes it, he is to ſojourn 
with you? How creeps acquaintance ?. 

Pbil. His father and I were ſoldiers together ; to whom 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my life !— 

Ta Enter Pos Tauuus. 

Here comes the Britain: Let him be ſo entertained ng 
you, as ſuits, with gentlemen of your knowing, to a 
ſtranger of his quality. I beſeeeh you all, be better known 
to this gentleman 5 whom I commend to you, as a noble 


friend of mine: How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 


3 rather than 1 him in his own hearing. 


Fruncb. 
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French, ir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Poſt. Since when I have been debtor to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay till 

French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs: 1 was glad 
I did atone my countryman and you; it had been pity, 
you ſhould have been put together with ſo mortal a pur- 
poſe, as then each bore, upon importance of ſo light and 
trivial a nature. 

Peſt. By your pardon, Sir, I wasthen a young traveller ; : 
rather ſhunn'd to go even with what I heard, than in my 
very action to be guided by other's experiences; but upon 
my mended judgment (if I offend not to ſay it is mended), 
my quarrel was not altogether ſlight. 

French, Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
ſwords ; and by ſuch two, that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one the ather, or have fallen both. 

Tach, Can we, with manners, aſk what was the differ- 

ence? : ; 
French. Safely, I think; *twas a contention in 1 | 
which may, without contradiction, ſuffer the report. It 
was much like an argument that fell out laſt night, 
where each of us fell in praiſe of our country miſtreſſes: 
This gentleman at that time vouching (and upon warrant 
of bloody affirmation), his to be more fair, virtuous, wiſe, 
chaſte, conſtant, qualified, and leſs attemptible, than any 
the rareſt of our ladies in France. 

Zach. That lady is not now living; or this gentleman' s 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Poſt. She holds her virtue ſtill, and 1 my mind. : 

Tach. You muſt not ſo far prefer her fore ours of Italy. 

Poſt. Being ſo far provok'd as I was in France, I would 
zvate her nothing; though I profeſs myſelf her adorer, 
not her friend, 

Tach. As fair, and as good (a kind of hand-in-hand 
compariſon), had been ſomething too fair, and too good, 
for any lady in Britany. If ſhe went before others I have 
ſeen, as that diamond of your*s outluſtres many I have be- 
held, I could not believe ſhe excelled many: but I have 
not ſeen the moſt precious diamond that is, nor you the 


lady. 7 
- Poſt. 


| 
1 
| 
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= ma of. 1 prais'd her, as I rated her: ſo du 1 wy ſkone; | 


| Zach. What do you eſteem it at? 

Pot.” More than the world enjoys. 

Zach. Either your unparagon'd miſtreſs is dead, or 

ſhe's out-priz'd by à trifle. 
Pf. You are miſtaken: the one may be fold, or given; 
if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, or merit for 
the gift: the other is not a thing for nale and only the 
gift of the gods. 

Tach, Which the gods have given you ? 

Peg. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

Lach. You may wear her in title your's: but, you know, 
ns fowl light. upon neighbouring ponds. Your ring 
may be ſtolen too: ſo, of your brace of unpriſſable eſti- 
mations, the one is but frail, and the other caſual ; a cun- 
ning thief, or a that-way-accompliſh'd courtier, would ha- 
zard the winning both of firſt and laſt, 

Peſt. Your Italy contains none ſo accompli i'd a courti- 
er, to convince the honour of my miſtreſs; if, i in the hold- 
ing or loſs of that, you term her frail. I do nothing 
doubt, you have ſtore of thie ves; : | notwithſtanding, I fear 
not my ring. 

Phil. Let us leave here, gentlemen, 

. Poſt. sir, with all my heart. This worthy elo, 1 
thank him, makes no ſtranger of me; we are familiar at 
firſt. 7 
Zach. With gve times ſo much 3 I mould 
get ground of your fair miſtreſs: make her go back, even 
to the yielding; ; had I admittance, and l to 
friend. | 

Pot. No, no. 

Zach. 1 dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety + my eſtate 
to your ring; which, in my opinion, © *ervalnes it ſome- 
thing: But I make my wager rather againſt your copfi- 
dence, than her reputation: and, to bar your offence 
herein too, 1 durſt attempt it againſt any lady in the 


world. FR, 
— Past. 
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| Poſt. You are a great deal abus d in too bold a perſua- 


fion; and I doubt not you ſuſtain what you are w orthy 


of, by your attempt. 
| Zach. What's that? 


Pops. A repulſe : Though your attempt, a as you call it, 


deſerves more; a puniſhment too. p 
Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too ſud- 
denly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, be bete 
ter acquainted. 
Tach. Would I had put my y eſtate, —_ my 1 * 
on the approbation of what I have ſpoke. | 
Pot. What lady would you chooſe to aſſail ? 
ach. Your's; who in conſtancy. you think, ſtands ſo 
fafe. I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your ring. 
that, commend me to the court where your lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a ſecond con- 


ference, and I will bring from thence that honour of her's, 


which you imagine ſo reſerv'd, 


Pot. 1 will wage againſt your gold, gold to it: my ring 


J hold dear as my finger; tis part of it. 
' Jach, You are a friend, and therein the wiſer. If you 


buy ladies' fleſh at a million a dram, you cannot preſerve 


it from tainting: But, I ſee, you have ſome religion in 
you, that you fear. | 

Poſt, This is but a cuſtom in your Ne you *. 2 
graver purpoſe, I hope, 

Zach. J am the maſter of my ſpeeches ; and would: un- 
dergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. 

Haff. Will you ?—I ſhall but lend my diamon@”till your 
return: Let there be covenants drawn between us: My 
miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs the hugeneſs of your unwor- 
thy thinking : I dare you to this match : here's my ring. 

Phil. IJ will have it no lay. 


Tach. By the gods it is one :— If I bring you no ſufl> 
ci teſtimony tnat I have enjoyed the deareſt bodily part 
of your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats are your's; ſo is 
your diamond too: If I come off, and leave ; her in ſuch 


honour as you have truſt in, ſhe your jewel, this your 
jewel, 
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jewel, and my gold are your „provided, I have your 
commendation, for my more free entertainment. | 

Peſt I embrace theſe conditions; let us have articles be- 
twixt us :—only, thus far you ſhall anſwer. If you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directly to underſtand 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your enemy, ſhe is 
not worth our debate: if ſhe remain unſeduced (you not 
making it appear otherwiſe), for your ill opinion, and the 
aſſault you have made to her 2 415 5 ſhall anſwer 
me with your ſword. % 

Tach. Your hand; a covenant : We will have theſe 
things ſet down by lawful counſel, and ſtraight away for 
Britain; left the bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve : 
I wiil fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded, 
Poſt. Agreed. | [ Exeunt Pos r. and Iacn, 
French, Will this hold, think you ? 

PBil. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let us 
| follow * em. : | [ Exeunt, 


# 


— 


SCENE FT. 


ä s Palace, Enter Queen, Lathe, net 8 
NEILIVs. ; 


_ Queen. Whiles yet the * s on ground, gather thoſe 
flowers; 
Make haſte : who has the note of them? 
I Lady. I, Madam. 
Queen. Diſpatch. — [ Execunt Ladies, | 
Now, maſter doctor; have you 8 thoſe drugs? 
Cor. Pleaſeth your highneſs, ay: here they are, ma- 
dam: . 
But I beſeech your grace (without e * 
My conſcience bids me aſk), where ſore you have 
Commanded of me thoſe moſt poiſonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing death; 
But, though flow, deadly ? - 


*. 


Queen. 1 wonder, doctor, 
Thou aſk'ſt me ſuch a queſtion: Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Haſt thou not learn'd me how 
To make perfumes ? diſtil? preſerve ? yea, ſo, 
Thar our great king himſelf doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? Having thus far nes, 
(Unleſs thou think'it me Jeviliſh) is't not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other concluſions? I will try the forces 
Of theſe thy comnounds on ſuch creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none human), 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act; and by them gather 
Their ſeveral virtues, and effects. | 

Cor. Your highneſs 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart: 
Beſides, the ſceing theſe effects will be 
Both noiſome and infectious. 

. O, content thee. 8 f 

Enter PrsAN To. . 


Here comes a flattering raſcal ; upon him [ Ade. 92 


Will I firſt work : he's for his maſter, 
And enemy to my ſon.—How now, Piſanio 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended; 
'Take your own way. 
Cor. 1 do ſuſpe& you, madam ; 


But you ſhall do no harm, ; Af. 
Queen. Hark thee, a word. — [To PrsaxxIo 
Cor. LAſide.] I do not like her. She doth think, ſhe 


has 
Strange lingering Pr 1 d0 1 her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt-one of her malice with | 
A drug of ſuch damn'd nature: Thoſe ſhe has, R 
Will ſtupify and dull the ſenſe a while : | 
Which firſt, perchance, ſhe'll prove on cats, and al : 
Then afterward up higher: but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the ſpirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
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With a moſt falſe effe& ; and I the truer, 
So to be falſe with her. FOLD 
Queen. No further ae en | 
Until I ſend for thee. . 5 i 
Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Ex. 


Queen. Weeps ſhe ſtill, ſay ſt thou ? Doſt thou think, 
intime | 


She will not quench; and let inſtructions enter 
Where folly now poſſeſſes? Do thou work: 
When thou ſhalt bring me word, ſhe loves nry ſon, 
Til tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy maſter : greater; for 
His fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his name 
Is at laſt gaſp : Return he cannot, nor 
- Continue where he is : to ſhift his being, 
Is to exchange one miſery with another; 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A. day's work in him : What ſhalt thou expect 
To be depender on a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built; nor has no friends, 

| [The queen drops a Phial; PrsAN TO takes it 51 
80 much as but to prop him ?—Thou tak' ſt up 
Thou know ſt not what; but take it for thy labour: 
It is a thing I make, which hath the king | 
Five times redeem'd from death; I do not know 
What is more cordial :—Nay, I pry'thee, take itz 
It is an earneſt of a further good. LE, 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miſtreſs kw 
The caſe ſtands with her; do'r, as from thyſelf. 
Think what a chance thou changeſt on; but think 


#25 Thou haſt thy miſtreſs ſtill: to boot, my ſon, 2 


Who ſhall take notice of thee: I'll move the king 
To any ſhape of thy preferment, ſuch | 
As thou'lt deſire ; and then myſelf, I chiefly, 
That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women: 
[Exit Pisa x10. 
Think on my words —A. fly aud conflant knave ; 
Not to be ſhak'd ; the agent for his maſter ; | 
* | : 2 5 And 


47 L. | CY MBELINE» 667 

And the remembrancer of her, to hold . 

The hand faſt to her lord. I have given him that, 

Which, if he take, ſhall-quite unpeople her | 

Of liegers for her ſweet; and which the, alter, 5 

Except ſhe bend her humour, ſhall be aſſur d 

| Re-enter PiS A NIiO, and Ladies. 

To taſte of too. —80, fo z—Well done, well done: 

The violets, cowſlips, and the primroſes, 

Bear to my. cloſet: Fare thee well, Piſanio; 

Think on my words. 151 85 Deen and Lu. 
Pif. And ſhall do: F 

But when to my good lord I prove ates, 125 

I'll choke myfelf : there's all FL do ſor you. {| Exit. 


—— w_ 8 * — pt 
* - * 
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SCENE VII. 


IMOGEN'S Apartment. Enter TMocEeN. 

Imo. A father cruel, and a ſtep-dame falfe ; 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her huſband baniſh'd ; O, that bulbend! * 
My ſupreme crown of grief! and thoſe reperted 
Vexations of it ! Had L been thief-ftolen, | 
As my two brothers, happy! but moſt miſerable 
Is the deſire that's glorious : Bleſſed be thoſe 
How mean ſoe'er, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be? Fic: 

Enter Prsano, and IAc HMO. 

Pi Pir Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my lord with letters. | 

Tach, Change you, madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, 
And greets your highneſs dearly, [ Gives a Letter. 

Imo. Thanks, good Sir; | e THESE OE 
You are kindly welcome, | 

| Zach. All of her, that is out of door, moſt rich 
If ſhe L. furniſh'd with a mind ſo _ i IA 1 

. 2 3 3 She 
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She is alone the Arabian bird; and OO 

Have loſt the wager. Boldneſs be my friend! 

Arm me, audacity, from head to fodt ! 

Or like the. Parthian, I ſhall flying fight ; 4 

Rather, Greatly fly. 


INOGEN raab. 
e of is one of the noble eft note, to whe/ Bindngfs I am moſt 
infinitely tied, Al upon bim accordingly, as yen value your 


. | A 


80 bor I c e 
But even the very middle of my 8 8 ; 
Is warm'd by the reſt, and takes it thankfully... 
Lou are as welcome, worthy ſir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and ſhall find it ſo, 
In all that I can do. 
Lach. Thanks, faireſt lady— 
What! are men mad? Hath nature given them eren 
5 | oy 
To fee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of ſea and land, which can diſtinguiſh *twixt. 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ſtones 
Upon the number'd beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with ſpectacles ſo . 
*T'wixt fair and foul ? | 

Imo. What makes your admiration 2 _ 

Zach, It cannot be i' the eye; for apes and monkies, 
”['wixt two ſuch ſhe's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other: Nor i' the judgment; 
For idiots, in this caſe of favour, would 
Be wiſely definite: Nor i' the appetite; 

- Sluttery, to ſuch neat excellence oppos'd, 
Should make deſire vomit emptineſs, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow ? 

| Zach, The cloyed will N 
| (That ſatiate yet unſatisfy d deſire, 

That tub both fill'd and running), ravening firſt 
Tbe lamb, longs after for the garbage. 
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mo. What, dear fir, 
We raps you? Are you well ? | 8 
Tach. Thanks, madam; z well: —Peſeech you, ſir ji 
| | [To Pr A0 
Deſire m man's abode 8 I did we" him: : 
He's ſtrange, and peeviſh. © | 
Piſ. I was going, fir, 
To give him welcome. 
Ino. Continues well my lord? Hin health, "beſeech youl 
Zach. Well, madam. 
Imo. Ts he diſpos'd to mirth ? I 1 he is. 
ach. Exceeding pleaſant ; none a ſtranger there 
So merry and ſo gameſome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. . 
Imo. When he was here, | 
He did incline to ſadneſs; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. | 
Tach, I never ſaw him ſad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monſieur, that, it ſeems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 
The thick fighs from him; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean) laughs from's free lungs; cries, 0: 1 
Can my ſi 1 des hold, to think, that man——<vho knows 
By biftor y, report, or his own proof, 
What woman is, yea, what ſbe cannot chooſe © 
But muſt be—vill his free hours languiſb 
For aſſur d bondage? 
Imo. Will my lord ſay ſo? | 
Tach. Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by, 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : wr heavens Rs 
Some men are much to blame. 
Imo. Not he, 1 hope. 
4ach, Not he: but yet ket 8 bonne towards him 
might | 
Be us'd more thankfully, In himſelf, tis Wel 
In e I account his, beyond all le Ve 
Z3 - Whilſt 
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To pity too. 


'You look on me; What wreck difcern you in me 


Deliver with more openneſs your enforces 5 


Not mine to ſpeak on't. 


A Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Either are paſt remedies ;, or timely knowing, 


What both you ſpur and ſtop. 


Whoſe every touch, would force the feeler's foul 


Whilſt Jam bound to wonder, 1 am bound 


Imo. What do you pity, fir | 5 
Lach. Two creatures, heartily. - 
Imo. Am I one, fir? 2 


Deſer ves your pity ? 

Tach. Lamentable ! What! 
To bide me from the radiant fun, and ſolace 
Ty the dungeon by a ſnuff ? 

Imo. I pray you, fir, 


To my demands. Why do you pity. me? 
Zach. That others do, | 

J was about to ſay, enjoy em, But 

It is an office of the oe to wenge ita. 


Imo. You do ſeem to _—_— 
Something of me, or what concerns me; Pray, you. 


Than to be ſure they do : For certainties 
The remedy then born), diſcover to me 


Jacb. Had I this cheek : 
To bathe my lips upon ;. this hand, whoſe touch, 


To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here: ſhould I (damn then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the ſtairs 

That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands. 
Made hard with hourly falſchood (falſchood, as. 


With labour) then lie peeping in an eye, 


Baſe and unluſtrous as the ſmoaky light 

That's fed with ſtinking tallow ; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell would at one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 
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Ino. My lord, I fear, jp 
Has forgot Britain. 

ach. And himſelf. Not I, 

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 

The beggary of his change; but tis your graces 
That, from my muteſt confeience, to my tonges, 
Charms this report out. bY | 

Tmo, Let me hear no more. 

Zach. O deareſt ſoul ! your cauſe doth rike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me ſick. A lady | 
So fair, and faſten'd to an empery, . 
Would make the greateſt king double ! to be — | 
With tomboys, hir'd with that ſelf-exhibition | 
Which, your own coffers yield! with diſeas' d ventures, 
That ply with all-infirmities for gold | 
Which rottenneſs can lend nature! ſuch boil'd tug, 
As well might poiſon poiſon! Be reveng'd; 
Or ſhe, that bore you, was no queen, and you. 
Recoil from your great ſtock, 

Imo. Reveng'd! 
How ſhould I be reveng'd? If this be true. 
(As I have ſuch a heart, that both mine cars. 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe), if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 

Lach. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's prieſt, betwixt cold hs 
Whiles he is vaulting variable rumps, 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe ? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myſelf to your ſweet. pleaſure: 

More noble than that runagate to your bed, 
And will continue faſt to your affe ction, 
Scill cloſe, as ſure. 

Imo. What, ho, Piſanio ! 

Tach. Let me my ſervice tender on your Kew. 

Imo. Away |—l do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee.—If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would'ſt have told this tale for virtue, not- 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt; as baſe, as ſtrange. 

Thou wrong'ft a gentleman, who is as far 
1 | | From 
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From thy report, as thou from honour; ad | 
| | Solicit'ſt here a lady, that diſdains : 
1 hee and the devil alike :—What, ho, Piſanio 
The king my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy aſfault: if he ſhall think it wy N 
5 ſauey ſtranger, in his court, to mart 
| As ina Romiſh ſtew, and to expound 's 
| His beaſtly mind to us; he hath a court * 
| He little cares for, and a daughter whom | 
BY He not reſpects at all. What, ho, Piſanio ! 
1 | Zach. O happy Leonatus! I may fay; 
| The credit that thy lady hath of thee, 
x Deſerves thy truſt; and thy moſt perfect goodneſs _ 
Her aſſur d credit .. Bleſſed live you long! 35 
N | A lady to the worthieſt fir, that ever 
| Country call'd his! and you his miſtreſs, only _ 
For the moſt worthieſt fit ! Give me your pardon, 
1 have ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and ſhall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er : And he is one 
- The trueſt manner d; ſuch a holy witch, 
That he enchants focieties unto him: 
1 Half all men's heart are his. 5 
F Imo. You make amends. 
1 Zach. He ſits mongſt men, like a deſcended god: 
4 He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 
| More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty princeſs, that I have adventur d 
To try your taking of a falſe report; which hath | 
Honour d with confirmation your great judgment IG 
In the election of a fir ſo rare, le 
Which you know, cannot err: The love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made you, 
Toe all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your c 
mo. All's well, fir: Take my open? i the court boy 
your's. 
Zach. My humble thanks. I had almoſt forgot, 
To intreat your gueſt but in a ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
2 : | Your 
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Your lord ; myſelf, and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the buſineſs, _ | 

Ino. Pray, what is't ? 

 Tach, Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord 
(The beſt feather of our wing), have mingled ſums, 
To bny a preſent for the emperor : ; 
Which I, the factor for the reſt, have done 


In France : *Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels, 


Of rich and exquiſite form ; their values great; 
And l am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them i in ſafe ſtowage; He it Pa you. 
To take them in protection? | 
Imo. Willingly: | . 
And pawn mine honour for their afery : : ſince © 
My lord hath intereſt in them, 1 will wor them 
In my bed-chamber. 
ach. They are in a trunk, 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
Io ſend them to you, only for this night; 33 
I muſt aboard to-morrow. , /' 
Imo. O, no, no. To | 
Lach. Ves, I beſeech; or I ſhall ſhort my word, 
By length Ving my return. From Gallia | 
I croſs'd the ſeas on purpoſe, and on * 
To ſee your grace. 
1mo.” I thank you for your pains 
But nat away to-morrow ?. 
-  Jath. O, I muſt madam: 
"Therefore I ſhall beſcech you, if you ha 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 
I bave out-ſtood my time, which is material 
To the tender of our preſent. | 
Zmo. I will write. 
Send your trunk to me ; it ſhall ſafe be kept, 
And truly yiclded you ; You are very welcome, 


/ 
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ATL IT. SCENE 7. 


odd ' Tau. 2 Crorzu, and i400 Lords, 


Cullen. 


Was hits? ever man bad ſuch wy . when 1 Kify'd the rack 
vpon an up- caſt, to be hit away! I had an hundred pound 
on't: and when a whoreſon jackanapes muſt take me up 
for ſwearing ; as if I borrow'd my oaths 'of ere and 
might. not fpend them at my pleaſure. AS 
I Lord. What got he by that ? You have broke hs 
pate with your bowl. 
2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it, it 
would have run ,, Ts (Alice. 
Clet, When a gentleman is diſpos'd to ſwear, it is not 
for any ftanders-by to curtail his oaths : Ha! 
2 Led. 8 wt lord ; nor MP] the ears of them. 7 


I LA.. 
Chet. Whoreſon dog —1 give bien eandien * 
Would, he had been one of my rank: 15 

2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a fol. [Ad. 


Clot. I am not vex'd more at any thing i in the earth 
A pox on't! I had rather not be ſo noble as I am; they 
dare not fight with me, becaufe of the queen my mo- 
ther: every jack-ſlave hath his belly full of fighting, and 
I muſt go w. and 12 7 like a Gown that no > body can 
march. | 

2 Tord. You are a cock and a capon too; and! Up crow, 
cock, with your comb on. het 1 

Clot. Sayeſt thou? & : 3 

I Tord. It is not fit, your Lordo ſhould abit 
every companion that you give offence to. 

Clot. No, I know that: but it is fit, I ſhould commit 
offence to my inſeriors. SET | 

2 Lerd. Ay, it is fit for your lordſhip only. | 
= ? _ Cat. 
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© Chet. Why, ſo 1 ſay. | | 
t Tord. Did you. bear of a denke, that's come to” 
court to=night ? 
Clot. A ſtranger ; 3 not know on't ! 1 : | 
2 Lord. He's a ſtrange pad himſelf, and knows it 
not, f | 17 72 
I Lord. There s an Italian come; and,” tis s thought, one 


of Leonatus' friends. 


Clot. Leonatus! à baniſnh'd raſcal; and he's another, 
whatſoever he be. Who told you of thig ſtranger ? | 
1 Lord. One of your lordſhip's pages. 
Clot. Is it fit, I went to look won him? Is FI no 
derogation in't? 
I Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. . 
Clot. Not eafily, I think. 
2 Lord. You are a fool granted; FRY "90 your iſſues 
being fooliſh, do not derogate. ſs + [ Aide. » 
Clot. Come, I'll go fee this Italian: : What 1 have loſt 
to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of kim. Come, go. 
2 Lerd, I I attend your lordſhip. | 
[ Exeunt 3 and firſt Lord, 
That ſuch a crafty devil as his mother | 
Should yield the world this aſs! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain; and this her ſon | 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princeſs, 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt ! 
Betwixt a father by thy ſtep-dame govern'd; 
A mother hourly coining plots; a wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expulſion is | 
Of thy dear huſband, than that horrid act g 
Of the divorce he'd make! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour, keep unſhak'd' 
That temple, thy fair mind; that thou may'ſt ſtand, 
To enjay thy baniſh'd lord, and this great land ! rm 


5 
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SCENE IT. 


4 Busch in one Part of it it a Trunk. IMocen read- | 


* Ing in ber * a 2 og, - 


Ins. Who's PORE ? my woman Helen? 
Lady. Pleaſe you, madam. 
Tmo, What hour is it? 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, madam. | 
Ino. I have read three hoursthen: mine eyesare weak: 
Fold down the leaf where I have left: To bed: 
Take not away the taper, leaye it burning; | 
And if thou canſt awake by four o' the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me, Sleep hath ſciz'd me wholly. 


: | [Exit Tach. 
To your protection I . me, W N 

From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 

Guard me, beſeech you! 1 S4-Þ Seb. 


Lenne, from the Trunk, 

Zach. The crickets ſing, and man's o'er-labour'd ſenſe 
Repairs itſelf by reſt : Our Tarquin thus 
Did ſoftly preſs the ruſhes, e er he waken'd 
The chaſtity he wounded —Cytherea, b 
How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed ! freſh lily! 
And whiter than the ſheets ! That I might touch! 
But kiſs; one kiſs!—Rubies unparagon'd, 
How dearly they do't !—'Tis her breathing that” | 
Perfumes the chamber thus: The flame o' the taper 
Bows toward her ; and would under-peep her lids, 
To ſee the encloſed lights, now canopy d 
Under theſe windows: White and azure ; lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct.— But my deſign? 
To note the chamber :—1 will write all down 
Such, and ſuch pictures :—There the window: Such 
The adornment of her bed ;-—The arras, figures | ? 
Why, e and ſuch :—And the contents o' the ſtory— 

1 At 


— 


Ah, but ſome natural notes about her body 
{allen ten thouſand meaner moveables 
Would teſtify), to enrich mine inventory. 

O ſleep, thou ape of death, lie dull de 5 
And be her ſenſe but as a monument, SH 
Thus in a chapel hing come off, come of; — 


[ Tating oY ber bracekt, : 


As Aippery, as the Gordian knot 1 was hard! 
"Tis mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, 
As ſtrongly as the conſcience does within, = 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breaſt 
A mole cinque-ſpotted, like the crimſon drops 
I the bottom of a cowſlip : Here's a voucher, . ++ , 
Stronger than ever law could make : this ſecret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta en 
The'treaſure of her honour. No more.---To, What end ? 
Why ſhould I write this down, that” 8 rivetted, by: 
Screw'd to,my memory.? She hath been reading late, 
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down 
Where Philomel gave up have enough: 
To the trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swiſt, ſwift, you roy of the night! that dawning 
May bare the raven's eye: I lodgy 1 in fear: 


Though this a heavenly angel, RE is here. | Clock frites. 


One, two, three: Time, time! 
* Pe nid into the Trunk; the Scene cloſe 


SCENE 112.” 


Another Room in the Palace. Enter CLOTE N, and Tos 


1 Tord. ry 5 
1 Lord. Your lordſhip 3 is we mots patient man in loſs 
the moſt coldeſt that ever turn'd-up. ace. 72 W 
Clot. It would make any man cold to loſe, © 


1 Tord. But not every man patient, after the noble tem- 


5 per of your e - You are moſt OM RI OY when 


you win. | 
Vol. VII. A 2 ; Ly 
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"Clet. Winning will put any man into courage: If I 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhould * gold enough : 
It's almoſt morning, is't not? | | 
I Lord. Day, my lord. | 
Clot. I would this muſic would come: I am advis'd to 
i give her one o W they ſay, it will penetrate. 
9 Enter Mu uficians, 
| Come on; tune: If you can penetrate her with your fin- 
gering, ſo; we'll try with tongue too: If none will do, 
let her remain; but Pl never give o'er. Firſt, a very 
excellent good conceited thing; after, a wonderful ſweet 
nir, with ee _ Os to HINGE on let her 


| conſider. 


— 


8 0 N G. 


| Hark bat "the LE af beawen' s gate f "g's | 
And Phebus * Zins ariſe, 85 

His feeds to water at thoſe ſprings 
'On chalic'd flowers "that lies; : 

And win ling Mary-buds begin 
+. ope their golden eyes ; 

-With every thing that pretty bin : 

oy lady feweet, ariſe; ; 
OWLS S Ariſe, ariſe ! 


So, get you gone: If this penetrate, 1will an your 
muſic the better: if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
which horſe-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the voice of un- 
paved eunuch to _ can never amend. | 
[ Exeunt Muſicians. 
E Eater CxMBELINE,: and 2. : 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. | 

Clot. I am glad, I was up ſo late; for that's the reaſon 
1 was up ſo early: He cannot chooſe but take this ſervice 
I have done, fatherly. Good ne. to $1406 ey; 
and to my gracious mother... 

| * Attend you here the door of -our dern danke ? 


| -Glet 6 
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1 C.. I have affail'd her with muſics, but ſhe is yon? 
'» no notice. a 
Cym. The exile of her minion is too new; 
She hath not yet forgot him ; ſome more time 
0 Muſt wear the n of his 0 out, 
And then ſhe's your's. _ / 
Queen. You are moſt bound to . kiog : 3 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter: Frame yourſelf 
To orderly ſolicits; and be friended 


With aptneſs of the ſeaſon : make denials 
r Increaſe your fervices : ſo ſeem, as if 


You were inſpir d to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey. her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs. 
Clot. Senſeleſs ? not ſo. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
M. So like you, Sir, ambaſſadors from Rome; 7 
The one is Caius Lucius. 2 75 
Cym. A worthy fellow, + | PE LENA 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe. now; 
But that's no fault of his: We muſt cater him 
According to the honour of his fender ; 
And towards himſelf, his goodneſs De on us, 
We muſt extend our notice. Our dear fon, _ 
When you have given. good morning to your miſtreſs, 
Attend the queen, and us; we ſhall have necd - 
To 2 you towards this Roman.—Come „ our queen. 
[ Excunt, 
Clot. If the be up, I'll ſpeak with her ; if not, | 
Let her lie till, and RY your 99 21 ho !— 
a 
I know her women are about her ; What 8 
If 1 do line one of their hands? Tis gold 
Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers falſe themſelyes, yield up | 
Their deer to the ſtand d' the ſtealer : and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and ſaves the thief ; _ 
| A a 2 Nay 
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| | Nay, ſomctime, hangs both thief and true man: What 
3 Can it not do, and undo? I will make | ? 
| : One of her women lawyer to me ; for | . 
I yet not underſtand che caſe 4 ; Fg 
By your leave. . 95 F Xworls, 
Enter a Lady. | 
| Lady, Who! s there, that knocks ? 
lot. A gentleman. | 
| . Lady. No more? . . 
Clot, Yes, and a zentlewoman' - ſom 
Lady. That's more 
| Than ſome, whaſe tailors are as dear as your” 5 
| Can juftly boaſt of : What's your lordſhip's pleaſure ? + 
| Clet. Your lady's perſon : : Is ſhe ready? 1 
| Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber. - 
| Clot. There's gold for you; ſell me your good report, 
| Lady. How! my good name? or to report of you 
What I Ball think 3 is good ?—The princeſs — a 
; Enter IMOGEN, Hs 
s Clot. Good - morrow, faireſt ſiſter: Vour ſweet hand. 
Imo. Good-morrow, Sir: You lay out too much paint 
For purchaſing but trouble: the thanks I give, | 
1 telling you that l am poor of ä 5 
And ſcarce can ſpare them. | „ 
*  Clot, Still, I wear, I love you. 0 
” Tro, If you but ſaid fo, twere as deep with 1 me: : 
If you ſwear ſtill, Jour recompence is fit 
hat 1 regard ir not 1 5 if 
Clot. This is no anſwer. nt 
Tmo. But that you ſhall nct fay I yield, els ſileut, 
I would not ſpeak. I pray you, ſpare me : faith, 
1 ſhall unfold equal diſcourteſy | | 
To your beſt kindneſs : one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 
Clet. To leave you in your madneſs, twere my fin: : 
I will not. | 
Ino. Fools are not mad folks, 
Clet. Do you call me fool? 
Imo. As I am mad, I do: 
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If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad; . 
That cures us both. 1 am much forry, Sir, 

You put-me to forget a lady's manners, 

By being ſo verbal: and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 

By the very truth of it I care not for vou; 


And am ſo near the lack of charity 7 
(To accuſe myſelf), I hate you : which l had rather 
You felt, than make't my-boaſt. | 
Ct. You fin againſt ; | | 
Obedience, which you owe your * For 5 _ 


The contract you pretend with that baſe wretch 
(One, bred of alms, and foſter'd with cold diſhes, 
With ſcraps o' the court), it is no contract, none: 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties 

(Yet who than he more mean?) to knit their ſouls. 
(On whom there is no more dependency Pr 
But brats and beggary) in ſelf-figur'd knot; - 

Vet you are curb'd from that enlargement by | 
The conſequence o the crown; and muſt not ſoil: — 
The precious note of it with a baſe ſlave, | | 
A hilding for a livery, a ſquire's, res 
A pantler, not ſo eminent. F 

Inno. Prophane fellow! | 
Wert thou the ſon of Jupiter; and uo more, 

But what thou art, beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom: thou wert dignify'd enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be ſtil'd 
The under-hangman of his kingdom; and e | 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 

Cle. The ſouth-fog rot him. 

Ino. He never can meet more  miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt garment, - 
That ever hath but clip'd' his body, is dearer, 

In my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were aha all made ſuch men.,—How now, Piſanio? 
Se& 4h : Enter- 


Js 
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nter PISA NIO. 5 45 
Chet. His anden ? Now, the devi. 
Ino. To Dorothy my woman hie thee preſently: — 
Clot. His garment ? | 
Imo. I am ſprighted with a fool; 
Frighted, and anger d worſe; Go, bid my woman 
Search for a Jewel, that too caſually * 
Hath left mine arm; it was thy maſter's ; : ſhrew mos 
If I would loſe it for a revemue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, | 
I ſaw't this morning: confident I am, 
Laſt night *twas on mine arm; I kiſſed it: 


I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 


That I kiſs aught but him. 
Piſ. Twill not be loſt. Fob Eiger: 
Imo. I hope fo : go, and ſearch. [Exit Pisax io 
Clot. You have abus d me — by pens, 

His meaneſt garment ? 
1m. Ay; I ſaid ſo, Sir: 8 ; 

If you will make't an action, call witneſs to? t. 
Clot. I will inform your father. Ei 91 
Imo. Your mother too ; | 

She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 

But the worſt of me. 80 I leave Legg 5 


To the worſt of diſcontent. [ Exit, 
Clot. I'll be reveng'd :t— 4 ; 
His meaneſt garment ?!—Well. [Exit.. 
SCENE IV. 


Nome. An „ PRILARIO'2 Houſe, Enter Posr- | 


wht ak and PHILARIO. 


Po oft Fear it-not, Sir : I would, I were fo ſure 
To win the king, as I am bold, ng rl 
Will remain her's. 

_ Bbil, What means do you ds to BER ? 


Pot. 
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| Poſt. Not any; but abide the change of time: 
Quake in the preſent winter's ſtate, and wiſh 
That warmer days would come ; In theſe fear'd hopes, 
1 barely gratify your love; they failing, 
I muſt die much your debtor, 1 
Ppil. Your very goodneſs, and your company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus: Caius Loves 4 
Will do his commiſſion thoroughly: And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, ſend the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance. 
ls yet freſh in their grief. , 
| Poſt. I do believe  _- < 
(Statiſt though I am none, nor like to be), 
That this will prove a war ; and you ſhall kear 
The legions, now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Cæſar 
SmiPd at their lack of ſkill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at: Their diſcipline ' » | 5 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make men 
To their approvers, they are people, ſuch 
That mend upon the world. | 
Enter JACH1MO. 
Phil, See! Iachimo ! : 
Poſt. The ſwifteſt harts have edn you 1 1 * 
And winds of all the corners kiſs'd Pn fails, 
To make your veſſel nimble. | 
Phil. Welcome, Sir. + | 
Pot. J hope, the briefneſs of your anſwer made 
The ſpeẽdineſs of your return. | 
Tach, Your lady . 
Is one of the faireſt that I have losk'd upon... 
. Peſt. And therewithal, the beſt ; or let her beauty 
Look through a caſement to allure falſe aſs 
And be falſe with them. „ 
F Here are letters for you. 
La Their tenour good, | truſt, 


14 


Jo. Tis very like. 
Poſt. Was Caius Lucius im the Brican court, 
When you were there 1 
But not t approach d. 


Poſt. All is well yet... 
Sparkles this ſtone as it was wont? or is t not 
Too dull for your good ene 1 


Tach, If I have loſt it, | 
I ſhould have Joſt the worth of it in $0990 
I' make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 
Was mine in Britain; for the ring is won. 
Pf. The ſtone's too band come 1er i 

ach. Not a whit, SEES 4 
Your lady being fo eaſy. 

Pot. Make not, Sir, 20 
Your loſs your ſport: 1 hope, you know that: we: 
Muſt not continue friends. b 

Jach. Good Sir, we maſt, 68 74 
If you keep covenant © Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 
We were to queſtion further: but I now 
Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour; 
Together with your ring; and not the wronger. 
Of ber, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills, | 

Poſt. If you can make it apparent | 
That you have taſted her in bed, my: hand, 
And ring, is your's: If not, the foul opinion: 
You had of her pure honour, gains or loſſes . 
Your ſword, or mine; or maſterleſs 118 8570 both. 
To who ſhall find them. | TE 

Zach. Sir, my circumſtances, . ; £ 
Being ſo near the truth, as I will make n 
Muſt firſt induce you to believe: whoſe . 

I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 
You'll give me leave to ſpare, v N 5 Lhe ſhall find 
You need it not. | 8 


Ts 
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Peſt. Proceed. . 5 | 
 Jach, Firſt, her bed- chamber | 
(Where, I conſeſs, I ſlept not; but, 2 
Had that was well worth watching); It was hang d 
With tapeſtry of ſilk and ſilver; the ſtory 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cydnus ſwell'd above the banks, or for 
The preſs of boats, or pride: A piece of work 
8o bravely done, fo rich, that it did ſtrive 
In workmanſhip, and value; which, I wender d, 
Could be ſo rarely and exactly Os 5 5 
Since the true life on't was 5 
Pot, This 1s true ; 
And this you might 3 heard of here by me, 
Or by ſome other. 
Lach. More particulars 
Muſt juſtify my knowledge. | 
Poſt. So they muſt, 8 | „ 
Or do your honour injury. | 4 0 
Iach. The chimney | 
Is ſouth the chamber ; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaſte Dian, (Be agg never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves ; the cutter _ 
Was as another nature, dumb; out-went her, 
| Motion and breath left out. 
Pet. This is a thing, | | 
Which you might from relation likewiſe reap; 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
Jach. The roof o' the chamber 
With golden cherubims is fretted: Her andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking cupids 
Of ſilver, each on one foot ſtanding, nicely a 
Depending on their brands. 
Poſt, This is her honour !— 
Let it be granted, you have ſeen all this (and pralle 
Be given to your remembrance) the deſcription 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing ſaves 
The wager you have lait. 3 . 
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Lach. Then, if you can, [Pulling out the Bracelat. 
Be pale: I beg but leave to air this jewel : See 
And now tis up again: It muſt be married 
Jo that your diamond; Pl oy them. | 
Poſt. Jove! 
Once more let me behold it: Ts it four | 
Which I left with her? < * 
Jacb. Sir (I thank her) that: f 
She ſtripp'd it from her atm; I ſee her yet; 
Her pretty action did outſell her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too: She gave it 20 75 | 
And faid, ſhe priz'd it once. 
Poft. May be, ſhe erf d it A 
To ſend it me. | 
Tach. She writes ſo to REP doth ſhe ? 
2 oft. O, wy no, no! Iu true, md take this too; 
# has the Ring: 


It is a baſiliſk unto mine eye, FEE 4 
Kills me to lock on't ;—Let there 105 no e 
Where there is beauty; truth, where femblance; love, 
Where there's another man: The vows of women 

Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues; which is 3 — 


ip O, above meaſure falſe ? 


- Phil. Have patience, fir, 
And take your ring again; tis not yet won : 1 
It may be probable, ſhe loſt it; or, 
Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtolen it from her. 5 

Poſt. Very true 5 0 Dy | 
And ſo, I hope, he came th Back my ring; 
Render to me ſome corporal ſign about her, 

More evident than this; for this was ſtolen. 
| Jach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Peſt. Hark you, he ſwears; by Jupiter he ſwears, 
"Tis true ;—nay, keep the ring tis true: J am ſure, 
She could not love it-: her attendants are - 

All ſworn, and honourable :— They induc'd to Real it! 
And by: a ſtranger ?—No; he hath 1 her: 
| The 
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The cognizance of her i incontinency 
Is this —ſhe hath bought the name of whore a. dearly, — 
There, take thy hire; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves am. you ! | N 
8 Lire be patient: 
This is not ſtrong enough to be bele / d 
Of one perſuaded well of. 
Poſt. Never talk ont: 
She hath been colted by him. 
Tach. If you ſeek | 
For further ſatisfying, under her breaſt 
(Worthy the preſſing), lies a mole, right proud _ 
Of that moſt delicate lodging : By my life, 
I kiſs'd it; and it gave me preſent hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 


[i 


This ſtain upon her?: „ 


Pe. Ay, and it doth confirm. | 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. | 
Tach, Will you hear more ? | 
Poſl. Spare your arithmetic : never count the turns; 
Once, and a million! 
Jach, I'll be ſworn—— | . 
"Poſt. No ſwearing :. ; : 
H you will ſwear you have not 1 t, you lie; 
And I will kill thee, if thou doſt deny : 
Thou haſt made me cuckold. 
Tach, I will deny nothing. 
gf. O, that I bad her here, to tear ber limb-meal ! 
1 will go there, and do't i' the court; before " 4 
Her father: 'I do ſomething [Exit. 
Phil. Quite beſides | #5 
The government of patience!—You have won: 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath | 
He hath againſt himſelf. 35 
Tach, With all my heart. | [Exeum, 


* 
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not ber Roem 7 14 Puri.am1o' D Hake Enter PoSTHUMUS, 


Poſt. x there no way for men to be, but women | 
Muſt be half-workers ? We are all Fanrds; * ; 
And that moſt venerable man, Wkich © 
Did call my father, was I know not where 

When 1 was ſtamp'd ; ſome coiner with his tools | 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time: ſo doth my wife 
The non-parell of this.—Oh vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain d, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance ; did it with 

A prudency ſo roſy, the ſweet view ont 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn; that I thought her 
As chaſte us unſunn'd ſnow :—O, all the devils ;— 
This yellow Iachimo, in an hour was't not ?— 
Or leſs—at firſt ; Perchance he ſpoke not ; but, 

- Like a full acorn'd boar, a German one, | 
Cry'd, ob / and mounted : found no oppoſition 

But what he look'd for ſhould'oppoſe, and ſhe, 

Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman's part in me! For there's no moôtion 

That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman's part: Be't lying, note it 
The woman's ; flattering, her's; deceiving, her's; 
| Luſt and rank thoughts, her's, her's ; revenges, her“ 8; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of den diſdain, 
Nice longings, ſlanders, mutability, 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 
Why, her's, in part, or all; but, er all: 
For even to vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one | 
Not half ſo old as that. III write againſt them, 


Deteſt them, curſe them: gL-Vet tis greater {kill 
| 5 2 „ In 
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In a true hate, to pray they have their wills: | 7 
The very devils cannot plague them better.  [ Exit. 


— — 


ACT 117. SCENE Z. 


: 
, 


CyMBELINE's Palace, Enter, in State, CyMBELINE, 
Queen, CLOTEN, and Lords, at one Door ; and at another - 
Caivs SO and Attendants, 0 | 2 
: Cymbeline. | 

Now ſay, what would Auguſtus Cæſar with us? 
Luc. When Julius Cæſar (whoſe remembrance yet 

Lives in men's eyes; and will to ears, and tongues, - 

Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 

And conquer'd it, Caſſibelan, thine uncle 

(Famous in Czſar's praiſes, no whit leſs 

Than in his feats deſerving it), for him, 

And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a tribute, 

Yearly three thouſand Pounds; which by thee 2 

Is left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

ShalFbe ſo ever. 

Clot. There'be many Cæſars, 

E'er ſuch another Julius. Britain is 

A world by itſelf ; and we will nothing pay 

For wearing our own noſes. 

| Queen That opportunity, 

Which then they had to take from us, to reſume 
We have again.- -Remember, ſir, my liege, 
The kings your anceſtors ; together with 

The natural bravery of your iſle; which ſtands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 

With rocks unſcalable, and roaring waters; 

With ſands, that will not bear your enemies' boats, 
But ſuck them up to the top-maſt. A kind of conqueſt, 
Cæſar made here; but made not here his brag . 

Vor. VII. "4 B b Ofs 
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Of, came, and /awv, and overcame : with ſhame 
{The firſt that ever tonch'd him) he was carried 
From off our coaſt, twice beaten ; and his ſhipping 


(Poor ignorant bauble!) on our terrible ſous, 


Like egg-ſhells-mov'd upon their ſurges, crack'd 
As eaſily gainſt our rocks: For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point 
{O, giglet fortune !) to maſter Czſar's ſword, 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 
And Britons ſtrut with courage. 
Clot. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid : Our 
kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as I 
ſaid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars: other of thee may 


| have crook'd noſes; but, to own ſuch ſtrait arms, none. 


Cym. Son, let your mother end. 
Clot. We have yet many among us can gripe as hap as 


Caſſibelan: I do not ſay, I am one; but I have a hand... 


. Why tribute? why ſhould we pay tribute ? If Cæſar can 


hide the ſun from us with a blanket, or put the moon in 
His pocket, we will pay him tribute for nen; elſe, ſir, no 
more tribute, pray you now. Es 

Cym. You muſt know, 


Till the injurious Roman did extort 


"This tribute from us, we were free: Cæſar's 3 


(Which ſwell'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 


The ſides o' the world), againſt all colour, here 


Did put the yoke upon us; which to ſhake off, 


Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourſelves to be; we do. Say then to Cæſar, 


Our anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which 


Ordain'd our laws; whoſe uſe the ſword of Cæſar 
Hath too much mangled ; whoſe repair, and franchiſe, 


| Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 


Though Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made 
our laws, 
Who was the firſt of Britain, which did put 


His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 


Himſelſ a king. 


e Tus. 
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Luc. I am ſorry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Cæſar 
(Cæſar, that hath more kings his ſervants, than 
Thyſelf domeſtic officers) thing enemy: 
Receive it from me then :—War, and confufion, 
In Czſar's name pronounce I *gainſt thee ; look 
For fury not to be reſiſted: Thus r. 
I thank thee for myſelf. 
cm. Thou art welcome, Caius, 
Thy Cæſar knighted me; my youth I ſpent 
Much under him : of him 1 gather'd honour ; 
Which he, to ſeek of me again, perforce, 
Behoves me keep at utterance, I am perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which, not to-read, would ſhew the Britons cold : 
So Cæſar ſhall not find them. 
Tuc. Let proof ſpeak, 

Clot. His majeſty bids you welcome. Make paſtime 
with us a day or two or longer}: If you ſeek us after- 
wards in other terms, you ſhall find us in our ſalt-water 
girdle : if you beat us out of it, it is your's; if ya fall 
in the adventure, our crows ſhall fare the better for you; 
and there's an end. 8 


Luc. So, ſir. 
Cym. I know your maſter's pleature, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. { | | [Excunt. 


* 


— 


SCENE II. 


Anoiber Room, Enter PISA N10. 


Pil. How? of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monſters her accuſe ?—Leonatus! 
O, maſter ! what a ſtrange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear? What falſe Italian 
(As poiſonous tongu d, as handed) hath prevail'd 
Qn thy too * hearing ?—D:ſloyal? No: 
B b 2 | She's 


- 
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She's puniſh'd for her truth; and undergoes, 

More goddeſs-like than wife-like, ſuch aſſaults 

As would take in ſome virtue. O my maſter ! 
'Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 

Thy fortunes. —How !. that I ſhould murder her:? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which! 
Have made to thy command ?—1, her ?—her * 5 
If it be ſo to do good ſervice, never 

Let me be counted ſerviceable, How look U 

That I ſhould feem to lack humanity, 

So much as this fact comes to ?—Do't: The letter [Reading, 
That T have ſent her, by her own command, 

Shall give thee opportunity O damn'd paper! 

Black as the ink that's on thee! Senſeleſs bauble ! 

Art thou a feodary for this act, and Took't 

So virgin-like without? Lo, here ſhe comes. 
Enter IuxoEN. 

F am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now, Piſanio? 

Piſ. Madam, here is a letter from my ford. | 
Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus ? 5 
O, learn'd indeed were that aſtronomer, | 
That knew the ſtars, as I his characters; 

He'd lay the future open. You good gods, 

Let what is here contained reliſh of love, 

Of mylord's health, of his content—yet not, 

That we two are aſunder, let that grieve. him ! 
(Some griefs are medicinable ; that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſic love)—of be content, 

+ All but in that ?---=Good wax, thy leave :---Bleſt be, 
You bees, that make thoſe locks of counſel! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike; 

Though forfeitures you caſt in priſon, yet 


. You claſp young Cupid's tables —Good news, gods! 
Reading. 


Juſtice, and your Father s waa 5 foould Be tole me in bis 
dominions, could not be ſo cruel to me, | as you, O the deareſt of 


creatures, "would even renew me with your cen. Take notice, 
| that 
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that I am in Cambria, at Milfard-Haven: What your ow" . 
love will, out of this, adviſe you, follow. So, be wwiſbes you : 
all happineſs, that Abe 21 to his wow, and your, incregſe | / 


* in love, 


Leonatus Poſthumus. 


O, for a horſe with wings !---Hear'ſt thou, Piſanio ? © 
He is at Milford-Haven: Read, and tell me 4 
How far tis thither. If one of mean affairs | ö 
May plod it in a week, why may not! 1 
Glide thither in a day ?---Then, true Piſanio 
(Who long't, like me, to ſee thy lord; who long'ſt— 
O, let me bate—but not like me: · yet long ſt | : 
a not like me; 3 | 
For mine's beyond, beyond), ſay, and ſpeak thick | 
(Love's counſeller ſhould fill the bores of hearing, | 
To the ſmothering of the ſenſe), how far it is | 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford: And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 
To inherit ſuch a haven : But, firſt of all, | 
How we may ſteal from hence; and, for the gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence-going 
Till our return, to excuſe : but firſt, how get hence: 
Why ſhould excuſe be born or e er begot? | © | f 
We'll talk of that hereafter, Pr'ythee, ſpeak, _ « 
How many ſcore of miles may we well ride | 7 
'Twixt hour and honr ? # 
Piſ. One ſcore, twixt ſun and fun, _ | MF 
Madam, s enough for you; and too much too. I 4 
Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, Þ ; 
Could never go ſo flow : I have heard of riding wagers 
Where horſes have been nimbler than the ſands 5 - 
That run i' the clock's behalf :—But this is foolery ;— 
Go, bid my woman feign a fickneſs; fay 
She'll home to her father: and provide me, preſently, 
A riding-ſait ; no coſtlier than would fit | } 
A franklin's houſe-wiſe, 2 [ 
* i. Madam, you're beſt conſider, | ; 
B b 3 
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Ino. | ſee before me, man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot * through. Away, I pr'ythee ; 
Do as 1 bid thee : There's no more to ſay ; e 
Acceſſible is none but Milford wax. ¶Zxeuni. 


i. 
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SCENE IT. 


Changes into a Bore, in Wales, with a Cave. "EP. BEIA- 
5 aut, Pe and ARVIRAGUS. 4 


- 


— 


- 1: Bb. A EY 427 not to los houſe, with ſuch 
Whoſe roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys : This gate 

Inſtructs you how to adore the heavens; and bows you 

To morning's holy office: The gates & vr eye 

Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through 

And keep their impious turbands on, without 

Good-morrow to the ſun,—Hail, thou fair heaven! 

We houſe i'the rock, yet uſe thee not ſo Oy 


As prouder livers do. 
Guid, Hail, heaven! 


Arv, Hail, heaven! 
Bel. Now for our mountain ſport : Vp to yon hilt, 
Your legs are young; I If tread theſe flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, - 
That it is place, which leſſens, and ſets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told you, 
Of courts; of princes, of the tricks in war. ; | 
'This ſervice 1s not ſervice, ſo being done, L 
But being ſo allowed: To apprehend thus, | 
Draws us a profit from all things we ſee : 
And often, to our comfort, ſhall we find 
The ſharded beetle in a ſafer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this 8 
Is nobler, than attending for a check; 
Richer than doing nothing for a babe; 
Prouder, than ruſtling in unpaid - for filk 8. 
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Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, F 
Yet keeps his book uncroſs'd: no life to ours. 

Guid. Out of your ee you mm we, poor un- 
D fledg'd, b - 
Have never wing'd from view o | the neſt : nor know not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is beſt, 
If quiet life be beſt ; ſweeter to you, 
That have a ſharper known ; well correſponding 
With your ſtiff age: but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance; travelling a-bed ; 
A priſon for a debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. Tia For 

Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of, 
When we are as old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 
In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe - 
The freezing hours away? We have ſeen nothing; 
We are beaſtly ; ſubtle as the fox, for prey; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chace what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the priſon'd bird, 
And ling our bondage freely. 
Bel. How you ſpeak! ! | 
Did you but know the city's uſurics, 
And felt them knowingly : the art o' the court, 
As hard to leave, as keep; whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or ſo ſlippery, that 
The fear's as bad as falling: the toil of the war, 
A. pain that only ſeems to ſeek out danger 
I the name of fame, and honour ; which dies i the ſearch ; 
And hath as oft a flanderous epitaph, 
As record of fair act; nay, many times 
Doth ill deſerve by doing well; what's worſe, - 
Muſt curtſy at the cenſure :—O, boys, this ſtory 
The world may read in me: My body's mark'd 
With Roman ſwords; and my report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of note: Cymbeline lov'd me; 
And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a tree, 
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Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit: but, in one night, 
A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 
Guid. Uncertain favour !. 
Bel. My fault being nothing (as 1 have told you oft) 
But that two villains, whoſe falſe oaths prevaiP Wy 
Before my perfect honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 
I was confederate with the Romans: ſo, | | 
Follow'd my baniſhment ; and, theſe twenty years, 
This rock, and theſe demeſnes, have been my world : 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom; pay'd 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all | p 
The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountains; 
This is not hunter's language: He, that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o' the feaſt ; 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter ; 
And vie will fear no poiſon, which attends 
In place of Es ſtate. * I'll meet you in the vallies. 
| [Exeunt Gu1D. and Akv. 
How hard it is ro hide the ſparks of nature! 
Theſe beys know little; they are ſons to the king; 
Nor Cymbeline 3 that they are alive. | 
They think, they are mine: and, though train'd up thus 
meanly | 
P the cave, wherein 1 bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call'd Guiderius—Jove ! 
When on my three- foot ſtool I fit, and tell ' 
The warlike feats I have done, his ſpirits fly out 
Into my ſtory : ſay— Thus mine enemy fell; | 
And thus T ſet my foot on his neck; even then 
The princely blood flows in his eheek; he ſweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal 
"OR NIN in as like a figure, 


3 


Strikes 


* 
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strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 

His own conceiving, Hark! the game is rouz'd !/— 

O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conſcience, knows, 

Thou didſt unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon, - 

At three, and two years old, I ſtole theſe mn 7 

Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 

Thou *reft'ſt me of my lands. Euriphile, 1 
Thou waſt their nurſe; they took thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave: 
Myſelf, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 

bs. ow for * father. 1 game is heh 6 ; 

; Ait. 


SCENE ID. 


Near Mz ene lass Wa Piano, and IMOGEN, 


Ino. Thou told'ſt me, when we came from horſe, the 
place 

Was near at hand: — Ne'er 0 my mother ſo 

To ſee me firſt, as I have now :—Piſanio : Man! 
Where is Poſthumus ? What is in thy mind, 

That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that ſigh 
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd | 

Beyond ſelf-explication : Put thyſelf 

Into a haviour of leſs fear, e er wildneſs 

Vanquiſh my ſtaider ſenſes. What's the matter? 

Why tender ſt thou that paper to me, with 

A look untender If it be ſummer news, 

Smile to't before. if winterly, thou need'ſt 

But keep that countenance ſtill --- My huſband's hand! : 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath outcrafted him, 

And he's at ſome hard point, —Speak, man; thy tongue 
May take off ſome extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pif. Pleaſe you, read; | 

And you ſhall find me, wretched man, a Gai 


The 
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The moſt diſdain'd of fortune. Pe 


Imoorn reads, 

Thy miſtreſs, Piſanto, hath play'd the Arumpet in my bed: 
the teflimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. I ſpeak ot out of 
Tweak Surmiſee ; but from proof as flrong as my grief, and as 
certain as I expect my revenge. That part, thou Piſanio, muſt 
ed for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the breach of ber's. 
Let thine own hands take away ber life: I ſhall give thee op- 
portunity at Milford- Haven : ſbe hath my letter for the pur- 
foſe « Where, if thou fear tofirike, and to make me certain it is 
done, thou art the pandar to ber diſhonour, and equally diſloyal te 


Pif. What ! ſhall I need to draw my ſword ? the paper 
_ Hath cut her throat already. No, tis flander | 
Whoſe edge is Tharper than the ſword ; whoſe tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile; whoſe breath 
Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belie 1 
All corners of the world: kings, queens, and ates, 
Maids, matrons, nay, the. ſecrets of the grave 
This viperous ſlander enters. What cheer, madam ? | 

Imo. Falſe to his bed! What is it, to be falſe ? 
To lie in watch there, and to thiuk on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock? it ſleep charge nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myſelf awake ? that's falſe to mw bed ? 
Is it? | | 

Piſ. Alas, goed lady! _ 
Ino. I falſe? Thy confcience witneſs :—lachimo, 
Thou didft accuſe him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dſt like a villain ; now, methinks, 
Thy favour's good enough—Some j jay of Italy, 
Whoſe mother was her painting, hath betray'd him : 
Poor 1 am ſtale, a garment out of faſhion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I muſt be ript: to pieces with me -O, 
Men's vows are women's traitors! All good ſceming, 
By thy revolt, O huſband, ſhall be thought 


Put 
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Put on for villany ; not born, WEE —_— 
But worn, a bait for ladies, | 
Piſ. Good madam, hear me. 1 
Ino. True honeſt men being heard, like falfe Eneas, 
Were, in his time, thought ſalſe: and Sinon's weeping 
Did ſcandal many a holy tear; took pity 
From moſt true wretchedneſs : So, thou, Fuba, 
Wilt lay the leaves on all proper men; 
Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd, 
From thy great fail. Come fellow, be thou honeſt ; 
Do thou thy maſter's bidding: When thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my obedience : Look! 
I draw the ſword myſelf : take it, and hit 
The innocent manſion of my love, my heart: 
Fear not; tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy maſter is not there; who was, indeed, 
The riches of it: Do his bidding; ſtrike. 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better cauſe ; 
But now thou ſeem'ſt a coward. 
Piſ. Hence, vile inſtrument ? 
Thou ſhalt not damn mine hand. 
Imo. Why, I muſt die; 
And if I do not by thy hand, thewy art 
No ſervant of thy maſter's : Againſt RRC 
There is a prohibition ſo divine, | 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart 
Something s afore' t: Soft, ſoft; we'll no defence; 
Obedient as the ſcabbard— What is here? 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to hereſy? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith ! you ſhall no more 
Be ſtomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe falſe teachers: Though thoſe that are betray'd 
Do feel the treaſon ſharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worſe caſe of woe. 
And thou, Poſthumus, that diddeſt ſet up 
My diſobedience *gainſt the king my father, 
And mad'ſt me put into contempt the ſuits 
Of princely fellows, ſhalt hereafter find 


r — 


r 
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It is no act of common paſſage, but 
A ſtrain of rareneſs: and I grieve myſelf, 
To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her 


That thou now tir'ſt on, how thy memory 


Will then be pang'd by me. Pry'thee, diſpatch ; 
The lamb entreats the butcher: Where's thy knife? 
Thou art too flow. to do pg maſter” 8 Wadi, 
When I defire it too. 
Pif. O gracious lady : 
Since I receivd command to do chis mel, 
I have not flept one wink. 1 
Zo. Do't, and to bed then. 
Pi. I'll wake mine eye. -balls blind ürſt. 
Ino. Wherefore then 
Did'ſt undertake it? Why haſt thou l 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place? 
Mine action and thine own ? our horſes labour? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court, 
For my being abſent ; whereunto I never , 
Purpoſe to return ? Why haſt thou gone ſo far, 
To be unbent, when thou haſt ta'en thy ſtand, 
The elected deer before thee? = 5 
Piſ. But to win time | 9 
To loſe ſo bad employment: in the 8 
1 have conſider d of a courſe; Good lady, | 
Hear me with patience. | 
Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; peak : 2 
I have heard, I am a trumpet ; and mine car 
Therein falſe ſtrnck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But . 
Piſ. Then, madam, 


52 thought you would not back again, 


Imo. Moſt like; 
Bringing me here to kill me. 
Piſ. Not ſo, neither: | 
But if I were as wiſe as honeſt, then | 5 
My purpoſe would prove well. lt cannot be, 
But that my maſter is abus'd : | 


2 5 Some 
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Some viillan, ay, and ſingular in his art, 
Hath done you both this curſed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

Pi. No, on my life. 

I'll give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſign of it; for tis commanded 

TI ſhould do ſo: You ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, . 
What ſhall I do the while? Where bide ? How live? 
Or in my life what comfort, when l am 
Dead to my huſband ? 

Piſ. If you'll back to the court 
Ino. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple, nothing; 
That Cloten, whoſe love-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a ſiege. 

Piſ. If not at court, 

Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 

Imo. Where then? 

Hath Britain all the ſun that ſhines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain? I the world's ee 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in it; 

In a great pool, a ſwan's neſt: Pr* bee, thinx 
There's livers out of Britain. 4 

Pif. I:am moſt glad | 
You think of other place. 'The ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes: to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow: Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is; and but diſguiſe 
That, which, to appear itſelf, muſt not yet be, 
But by ſelf- danger; you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, haply, near 
'The reſidence of Poſthumus ; :ſo-nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his actions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your ear, 

As truly as he moves, 
Imo. O, for ſuch means! 
Though peril to my modeſty, not death on t, 
I would adventure, 
Vol. VII. Cc — 
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Piſ. Well, then, here's the point: 

You muſt forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceneſs 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty ſelf), into a waggiſh courage; 
© Ready in gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſaucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you muſt. 
Forget that rareſt treaſure of your cheek, — 
Expoſing it (but, O, the harder heart! 

Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch 

Oſ common-kiſſing Titan; and forget 

Your labourſome and 3 trims, wherein | 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 

I ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 

A man already. 

Piſ. Firſt, make yourſelf but like « one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit | 
(Tis in my cloke-bag,) doublet, hat, 04 all -- 

That anſwer to them: Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 

From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, ſore noble Lucius 
Preſent yourſelf, defire his ſervice, tell him 100 
Wherein you are happy (which you'll make him know, 
If that his head have ear in muſic, doubtleſs, ; h 
With joy he will embrace you; for he's ile | 
And, doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad 
You have me, rich; and I will never fail 

Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort EM: 

The gods will diet me with. Pr hes, e 5 


There's more to be conſider'd; but we'll even 


All that good time will give us: This r 
I am ſoldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. - 
Piſ. Well, madam, we muſt take a ſhort luvewval'r 
Leſt, being miſs d, I be ſuſpected of 
Your n from the court. 19282 18 muſtreſs, 
. ee 
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Here is a box; I had it from the queen; 23 
What's in't is precious: if you are ſick at ſea, 

Or ſtomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 

Will drive away diſtemper. ——To ſome ſhade, | ty 
And fit you to your manhood ws the gods | 1 


Direct you to the beſt! 5 | 
Imo. Amen: I thank thee. 74 [ Exeunt, 


— 


* 


ScENE V. 


f 


The Palace of CrunzLIxx. Enter 8 Luer, 
CLOTEN, Lucius, and Lords. h 


Cym. Thus far; and ſo farewel. 
Luc, Thanks, m—_ ſir, 
My emperor hath wrote: I muſt from hence; 
And am right ſorry, that I muſt report ye 
My maſter's enemy. | 
yx. Our ſubjeRs, fir, 
Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourſelf 
To ſhew leſs ſovereignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear unking-like. 
Tus. So, fir, I defire of you ; i 
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.—— AF 
Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you! 7 4 
Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office; | 4 
The due of honour in no point omit | | 
So, farewel, noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your hand, my lord, 
Co. Receive it friendly: but from this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 
Luc, Sir, the event | 
Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well. 
 Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, 
"Tal he have crolt the Severn. Happaneſs ! | 
[Exit Lucivs, Q. " 
C c 3 | 1 Ducens * 


os 


a 
304 _  EYMBELINE. - AT 111. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours ws 

That we have given him r | 
Glot. *Tis all the better ; 
Your valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horſemen be in readineſs ; 
'The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoon be drawn to head, from * moves 
His war for Britain. i | 

Queen. Tis not ſleepy bai : 

But muſt be look' d to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

| Cym. Our expeRation that it ſhould be thus, 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter? She hath not appear d 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 

The duty of the day: She looks us like 


A thing more made of malice than of duty; 


We have noted it. Call her before us; for 
We have been too light! in ſufferance. | 

| [Exit a Servant. 
Qucen. Royal fir, C 
Since the exile of Poſthumus, moſt retir'd 


Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my lord, 


Tis time muſt do. *Beſeech' your majeſty, © 
Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her: She's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are TIER," 
And ſtrokes death to her. | 
Re-enter the 2 

FRY Where is ſhe, fir ? How 
Can her contempt be anfwer' d? 

Serv. Pleaſe you, ir, . 
Her chambers are all lock'd; and there's no anfver 
That will be given to the loud of noiſe we make. 

Deen, My lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe ; 
W hereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 


She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 


Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer : this 
| She 


She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock d? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant, heavens, _ which I ſear, 


Prove falſe ? [ Exit, * 


— 


Queen. Son, 1 fay, follow the king. 
Clot. That man of her's, Piſanio her old ſervant, 


I have not ſeen theſe two a : eu. 


Queen. Go, look aſter. 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poſthumus ! 1— 
He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone ? Haply, deſpair hath ſeiz'd her ; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 
To her deſir'd Poſthumus; Gone ſhe is 
To death, or to diſhoneur; and my end | 
Can make good uſe of either: She being down, 
I have the placing of the Britiſh crown. 

| Re-enter CLorx&. 

How now, my ſon? | 

Clot. Tis certain, ſhe is fled : 
Go in, and cheer the king; he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better: May 5 
This night foreſtall him of the coming day! ¶ Zæit Queen 
Clot. I love, and hate her: for ſhe's fair and royal ; 
| Andthat ſhe hath all courtly parts more exquiſite 
Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one © 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe, of all compounded, 
Outſells them all: I love her therefore; But 
Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Poſthumus, flanders ſo her Judgment, 

That what's elſe rare, is chok'd; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools | 
Enter PisANi1o. 


Shall Who is here? What! are you packing, firrah? 


Come hither ; Ah, you precious pandar ! Villain, 
e 2d Where 
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Where is thy lady? In a word; or elſe | 
Thou art ſtraightway with the fiends, 

Pi. O, good my lord ! 

Clot. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter, 
J will not aſk again. Cloſe villain, 
Pll have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip | 
Thy heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus ? 
From whoſe ſo many weights of baſcncls | cannot > 
A dram of worth be drawn. 
Piſ. Alas, my lord, 


How can ſhe be with n When n. mt ? 


He is in Rome. 
Clot. Where is ſhe, fir ? Come nearer 3 
No further halting : ſatisfy me home; 
What is become of her? 
Pi. O, my all-worthy lord —— 
Clot. All-worthy villain ! 
Diſcover where thy miſtreſs is, at once, # 
At the next word No more of worthy lord— 
Speak, or thy ſilence on the inſtant is 
Thy condemnation and 8 death. 
Piſ. Then, fir, 
'Fhis paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Fouching her flight. 
Clot. Let's ſee't : 


t will purſue her 


Piſ. Or this, or periſn. | | | 
She's far enough; and what he learns by [ Afedes 
May prove his travel, not her danger. "} 5 

Clot. Humh! | 
Piſ. I'll write to my lord, ſhe's dead. O, Imogen, | 
Asal. 
Safe may ſt thou wander, ſafe return again [ | 

Clot. Sirrah, is this letter true? 

Piſ. Sir, as I think. | 

*Clet. It is Poſthumus' hand; I know't —Sirrah, if "IR 

wouldſt not be a villain, but do me true ſervice; undergo 
thoſe employments, wherein I ſhould have cauſe to uſe 


thee, with a ſerious induſtry that is, what villainy ſoc'er 


I bid thee do, to perform it, directly and truly would 


think thee an honeſt man: thou ſhould'ſt neither want 
my means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy ne 

Piſ. Well, my good lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou ſerve me? For ſince patiently and con 
ſtantly thou haſt ſtuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Poſthumus, thou canſt not in the courſe of gratitude but 
be a diligent follower of mine, dos thou ſerve me ? 

Piſ. Sir, I will. _ 

(lot. Give mẽ thy hand; ES s my purſe. Haſt any of 
thy late maſter's garments in thy poſſeſſion ? | 


Pif. 1 have my lord, at my lodging, the ſame ſuit he 


wore when he took leave of my lady and miſtreſs. 
Clot. The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, fetch that ſuit hi- 
ther: let it be thy firſt ſervice; go. | 


Piſ. 1 ſhall, my lord. Cas. 


Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Haven wowed forgot to alk 
him one thing; I'll remember anon: Even there, 


thou villain Poſthumus, will I kill thee.— I would, theſe 


garments were come. She ſaid upon a time (the bitter- 
neſs of it I now belch from my heart), that ſhe held the 
very garment of Poſthumus in more reſpect than my no- 
ble and natural perſon, together with the adornment of 
my qualities. With that ſuit upon my back, will I raviſh 
her: Firſt kill him, and in her eyes; there ſhall ſhe ſee 
my valour, which will then be a torment to her con- 
rempt. He on the ground, my ſpeech of inſultment end- 
ed on his dead body—and when my luſt hath dined 
(which, as I ſay, to vex her, I will execute in the clothes 
that ſhe ſo Prais'd), to the court PII knock her back, foot 


her home again. She hath deſpis'd me W g and 


FI! be merry in my revenge. 
Re-enter PIs AN Io, with * Clothes, 
Be thoſe the garments ? . 
| Pi. Ay, my noble lord. 


Clot. How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford-Haven ? 


Pj 5 She can ſcarce be there yet. 
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Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards; harduels ever | 


366 * CYMBELINE, - | 42 11h 
Clot. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the 


ſecond thing that I have commanded thee : the third is, 
that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my deſign. Be 
but duteous, and true preferment ſhall tender itſelf to 
thee.— My revenge is now at Milford; Would I had 


wings to follow it — Come, and be true, [xi 


Piſ. Thou bidd'it me to my loſs: for, true to the, 
Were to prove falſe, which I will never be, | {1 
To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 

And find not her whom thou purſu'ſt. Flow, flow, 
You heavenly bleſſings, on her: This fool's ſpeed 

Be croſs' d with flowneſs ; labour be his meed [ Exit. . 


1 


SCENE VI. 
Tle Foreſt a Cave. Enter IMOGEN, in Boy's Clothes. 


Ino. I ſee, a man's life is a tedious one: ; 
I have tir'd myſelf ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my reſolution helps me.— Milford, 
When from the mountain top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt within a ken: O Jove, | think, 
Foundations fly the wretched : ſuch, I mean, | 
Where they ſhould be reliev d. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miſs my way: Will poor folk lie, 
That have afflictions on them; knowing tis 
A puniſhment, or trial? Ves: no wonder, | 
When rich ones ſcarce tell true: To lapſe in fulneſs- 
Is ſorer, than to lie for need ; and falſchood 
Is-worſe in kings, than beggars.—My dear lord! 
Thou art one o' the falſe ones: Now | think on thee,, 
My hunger's gone; but even before, l was 
At point to ſink for food.-.-But what is this? 
Here is a path to it: Tis ſome ſavage hold: 
I were beſt not call; I dare not call: yet famine, 
F'er clean it o 3 nature, makes it valiant. 


Of 
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Of hardineſs is mother.---Ho ! who's here? 

If any thing that's civil, ſpeak ; if ſavage,  —- 

Take, or lend. --Ho !---No anſwer ? then Pll enter, 

Beſt draw my ſword ; and if mine enemy | | 

But fear the ſword like me, he'll OP look on't. 

Such a foe, good heavens! [ She goes into the Cave, 


. T 2 AE 
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Enter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARYIRAGUS. 


Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'd beſt woodman, and 
Are maſter of the feaſt: Cadwal, and I, . 
Will play the cook, and ſervant; tis our match: 
The ſweat of induſtry would dry, and die, 
But for the end it works to. ebe our — 
Will make what's homely, ſavouxy: Wearineſs | 
Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty floth-. | 0 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now, peace be bare | 
Poor houſe, that keep'ſt thyſelf ! 
Guid. I am thoroughly weary. 
Lrv. I am weak with toil, yet ſtrong i in . | 
Guid, There is cold meat i' the cave; we'll brouze on 


__ 
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Whilſt what we have kill'd be cook d. Ilthat, 

Bel. Stay; come not in — ¶ Looking in. 
But that it cats our victuals, I ſhould think | 
Here were a fairy, 


Guid. What's the matter, ſir? 
Bel. By Jupiter, an angel! or, i not, 
An earthly paragon !-—Behold divineneſs 
No 9 than a boy: 
Enter IMorN. 

Nuo. Good maſters, harm me not: 

Before I enter'd here, I call'd 5 and thought - 
Fo have begg'd, or bought, wh [ have took: Good troth, 
I have ſtolen nought ; nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'd o the floor. Here's money for my meat: 
I would have left it on the board, fo ſoon 
As I had made my meal; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 
Guid. Money, youth ? 


—— Ae 9 
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Arv. All gold and ſilver rather turn to dirt: 
As tis no better rẽckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip dirty gods. | 

Imo. I ſee, you are angry: h 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have dy'd, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

T1mo, To Milford-Haven. 

Bel. What is your name? £425 

Imo. Fidele, Sir: I have a kinſman, who 
Is bound for Italy; he embark'd at Milford; 
To whom being going, almoſt A will hunger, - 
Jam fallen in this offence. -— 

Fel. Pr'ythee, fair youth, - N 
Think us no churls; nor W our el minds | 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter d! 
*Tis almoſt night: you thall have better cheer 
F'er you depart ; and thanks, to op . it.— | 
n bid him welcome. 

Guid. Were you a woman, youth, | 
1 ſhould woo hard, but be your groom—ln ben 
I bid for you, as I'd buy 

Arv. I'll mak't my comfort, | 
He is a man; I'll love him as my tankers _ 
And ſuch a welcome as Pd give to him, 
After long abſence, ſuch is your's :—Moſt welcome ! ? 
Be ſprightly, for you fall mongſi friends. © A 
Ino. Mongſt friends! ] Ni 
If brothers ?—Would. it had 3 chat ay 


Had been my father's ſons ! then had my prize , [A/:de. 


Been leſs ; and fo more equal sten 
To thee, Poſthumus, 
Bu. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. 1 
Guid. Would, I could free t 
Arv. Or I; whate er it be, 


0 What pain it A, what danger : Goto! : 


Bel. Hark, boys. n L Whiſpering. 
Imo. Great men, N 


That had a court no bigger chan this cave, | 2 
* p 
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That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue | . | 
Which their own conſcience ſeal'd them (laying by - -- | 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes), 5 | 
Could not out-peer theſe twain. -Pardon me, gods?! 9 


1d change my ſex to be companion with 19855 
Since Leonatus falſe——— + 


Bel. It ſhall beſo: _ 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt. da dk come in: 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting; when we have ſupp d, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy ſtory, 
So far as thou wilt ſpeak it. 

Guid. Pray, draw near, 


Aro. The night to the owl, 1 morn to the uk, leſs 


— 8 — 22 
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Ino. Thanks, Sir. '  [welcome; "a 
Ars. 1 Pray, draw near. | 5 [ Exeunt, N 
SCENE 718. A 

9 

| Rome. Enter two Roman PETE] and Tribunes, SE A 


x Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor” s writ; 
That ſince the common men are now in action | | 
*Gainſt the Pannonians and Dalmatians ; I vx 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 3 
Full weak to undertake our wars againſt 
The fallen- off Britons; that we do incite 
The gentry to this buſineſs: He creates 
Lucius pro- eonſul: and to you the tribunes, 

For this immediate levy, he commands 
His abſolute commiſſion. Long live Cæſar 
Tri. Is Lucius * of the forces? 
2 Sen. Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? ? 
1 Sen. With thoſe legions ; 
Which I have ſpoke of, whereunto your . 
Muſt be ſuppliant : The words of your commiſſion 
Will tie you to the numbers, and 1 time 
Of their diſpatch, 


Tri. We will Wo" our duty. LExeunt. 


: ; 
* 0 
o p 
— 6 : 9 
— _ 1 bo «ai 11 n. 2 - 
RD , ,, 2-0 
« 


1 


: Act IS. SCENE Z 7. 


The Foreſt, near the Cave, Enter CLOTEN, 


- . 


n ; 


I AM near to the place where they ſhould meet, if Piſa 
nio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his garments ſerve 
me! Why ſhould his miſtreſs, who was made by him that 
made the tailor, not be fit too? the rather (ſaving reve- 
rence of the word) for, tis ſaid, a woman's fitn:ſs comes 
by fits. Therein I muſt play the workman, I dare fpeak 
it to myſelf (for it is not vain-glory, for a man and his 
glaſs to confer ; in his own chamber, I mean) the lines of 
my body are as weil drawn as his; no leſs young, more 
ſtrong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the 
advantage of the time, above him in birth, alike con- 
F verſant in general ſervices, and more remarkable in ſingle 
oppolitions : yet this Impcrſeverant thing loves him in my 
deſpight. What mortality is! Poſthumus, thy head, which 
is now growing upon thy ſhoulders, ſhall within this hour 
be off; thy miſtreſs enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces 
before thy face : and all this dane, ſpurn her home to her 
father, who may, haply, be a little angry for my ſo rough 
uſage : but my mother, having power of his teſtineſs, 
ſhall turn all into my commendations. My horſe is ty'd 
up ſafe : Out, ſword, and to a ſore purpoſe! Fortune, 
put them into my hand! This is the very deſcription of 


+ their EO and ** fellow dares not deceive me. 
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SCENE 2 


The Cave. Enter Brxantbs, GuIDERIVS, AxvIRAGuS, 
and IMOGEN, 


Bel. You are not well : remain here in the cave ; 
We'll come to you after hunting. 


Arv, Brother, ſtay here: TE: [7 0 IMOGEN, 


Are we not brothers? 
Imo. So man and man ſhould bes - 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, | 
Whoſe duſt is both alike. I am very fick, 
Guid. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him, 
Ime. So ſick I am not; yet I am not well: 
But not ſo citizen a wanton, as 
To ſeem to die, e' er ſick ; So pleaſe you, leave me; 
Stick to your journal courſe : the breach. of cuſtom 
Is breach of all. I am ill; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me: Society is no comfort 
To one not ſociable: I am not very fick, 
Since I can reaſon of it. Pray you, truſt me here: 
I'll rob none but myſelf; and let me die, 
Stealing ſo poorly. : 
Guid. I love thee; I have ſpoke it: : 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 
Bel. What? how? how? ; | 
Arv, If it be ſin to ſay fo, Sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault: I know not why 
I love this youth; and I have heard you ſay, 
Love's reaſon's without reaſon :: the bier at door, 
And a demand who is't ſhall die, I'd ſay, 
My father, nat this youth. 
Bel. O noble ſtrain ! 
O worthineſs of nature! breed of rente: 
Cowards father cowards, and baſe things fire baſe : 
Nature hath meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace, 
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I am not their father; yet who this ſhould "I | 
Doth miracle itſelf, lov'd hefore me. 
»Tis the ninth hour o' the morn. 
Arv. Brother, farewell. 
Ino. I wiſh ye ſport. 
rv. You health ——5o pleaſe you, Sir. 
Imo. ¶ Aſide.) Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard! 
Our courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at court: 
Experience, O, thou diſprov'ſt report! 
The imperious ſeas bread monſters; for the diſb, 
Poor tributary rivers as ſweet fiſh. 
1 am fick ſtill; heart-ſick ;———Piſanio, 
F'1l now taſte of thy drug. : 
Guid. I could not ſtir him: 
He ſaid, he was gentle, hut unfortunate ; 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. - 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer me: yet ſaid, hereafter 
I might know more. 
Bel. To the field, to the field: 
We'll leave you for this time; go in, and reſt, 
\ Arv, We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray, be not ſick, 
For you mult be our houſewife. : 
Imo. Well, or ill, 
I am bound to you. | [Exit IMOGEN, 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. | 
This youth, howe'er diſtreſs'd, appears, he hath had 


— 


Good anceſtors. 
Arv. How angel-like he ſings! 
Guid. But his neat cookery ! 
He cut our roots in characters ; 
And ſauc'd our broths, as Juno had been ſick, 
And he her dieter. 
Arv. Nobly he yokes _ 
A ſmiling with a ſigh : as if the ſigh 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a ſmile; 


The ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it would fly 
E From 


Aa IV.  OYMBELINE, 315 
From ſo divine a temple, to comm . | 
With winds that ſailors rail at. 

Guid. I do note, 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their ſpurs together, 
Arv. Grow, patience ! 
And let the ſtinking elder, grief, untwine 
His periſhing root, with the increaſing vine 
Bel. Is it great morning. Come; away.—Who's there? 
Enter CLOTEN. - 

Clot. I cannot find thoſe runagates; that villain 7 
Hath mock'd me: I am faint, 

Bel. Thoſe runagates ! 

Means he not us? I partly know him; tis 

Cloten, the ſon o' tne queen. I fear founis ambuſh. 
I ſaw him not theſe many years, and yet 

I know 'tis he :—We are held as outlaws :— Hence. 

Guid. He is but one :—You and my brother ſearch - 
What companies are near: pray you, away; 

Let me alone with him. 
8 [ Exeunt BELARIVS, and ARVIRAGUS. 

Clot. Soft! What are you | 
That fly me thus? ſome villain mountaineers? 

I have heard of ſuch.—What ſlave art thou? 

Guid. A thing 
More laviſh did I ne'er, than anſwering 
A flave without a knock. 

Clot. Thou art a robber, 

A law- breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief. 

Guid. To who? to thee ? What art thou? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big ? | 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art; 

Why I ſhould yield to thee ? 

Clot. Thou villain baſe, 
Know'ſt me not by my clothes? 

Guid. No, nor thy tailor, raſcal, | 
Who is thy grandfather ; he made thoſe _— 

Which, as it ſrems, make thee. | 
D d 2 EE Clot. 
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Clot. Thou precious varlet, | 

My tailor made them not. 
Guid. Hence then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee, Thou art ſome Fs N 


1 am loth to beat thee. 


Clot. Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble, 

Guid, What's thy name ? 

E124, Cloten, thou villain. 
- Guid. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
cannot tremble at it; were it toad, 3 ſpider, 


Twould move me ſooner. 


Clot. To thy further fear, | 
Nay, to thy mere confuſion, thou ſhale know, | 
am ſon to the queen. 
Guid. Jam ſorry for't; not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 567 
Clot. Art not afear'd ? 
Guid. Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe I fas ; the wiſe : : 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clot. Die the death + 
When I have ſlain thee with my proper hand, 
I'll follow thoſe that even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of Lud's town ſet your heads: 
Yield, ruſtic mountaineer. __ [ Fight, and « exeunt. 
Euter BELARIUS, and ARVIRAGUS, 
Bel. No company's abroad. 
Av. None in the world: You did miſtake way ſure. 
el. 1 cannot tell: Long is it fince I ſaw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of favour 


Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his voice, 


And burſt of ſpeaking, were as his: F am abſolute, 
Twas very Claten. 

Arv. In this place we left them: 
i wiſh my brother make good time with him, 


' You ſay he is ſo fell. 


Bel. Being ſcarce. made up, 
Imean, to man, he had not apprehenſion | 
| | Of 


\ 
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Of roaring terrors: For the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cauſe of fear But ſee, thy brother. 


Re- enter GUIDERIVS, with CLoTEN's Head. 3 


Grid. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purſe, 
There was no money in't : not Hercalty 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none: 
Vet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. | 
Bel. What haſt thou done ? 

Guid, I am perfect, what: cut off one Cloten's bead, | 
| Son to the queen, after his own report; 

Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and ſwore, 

With his own ſingle hand he'd take us in, 

Diſplace our heads, where thank the gods, they grow,. 
And ſet them on Lud's town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe, 
But, that he ſwore to take, our lives? The law 
Protects not us; Then why ſhould we be tender 
To let an arrogant piece of fleſh threat us ? 

Play judge, and executioner, all himſelf ? 
For we do fear the law. What company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 

Bel. No ſingle foul b 

Can we ſet eye on, but, in all ſafe reaſon, _ 
He muſt have ſome attendants. Though his honour” 
Was nothing but mutation ;. ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worſe; not frenzy, not 
Abſolute madneſs could ſo far have rav'd, 
To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps, 
It may be heard at court, that ſuch as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are out-laws, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head ; the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him), might break out, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in: yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he ſo undertaking, 
Or. they ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we fear, 
a D da | I 
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Their royal blood enchaf d, as the rudeſt wind, 
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| If we do Fong this body hath wy 


More perilous than the head. 
Arv. Let ordinance 


Come as the goſts foreſay it: howſoe'er, | 


My brother hath done well. 
Bel. I had 0 mind 
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele D eka 
Did make my way long forth. 
Grid. With his own ſword, 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I haven ta'en 
His head from him. Ill throw it into the creek 
Behind our rock; and let it to the fea, _ 
And tell the fiſhes, he's the queen” 8 dea, : 
That's all I reck. [ws [Exits h 
Bel. I fear, twill be reveng'd : . 
Would, Polydore, thou had'ſt not done't ! | though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. a 
Arv. Would I had done't, 
So the revenge alone purſna'd me 8 ; 
I love thee brotherly; but envy much, N 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed: I would, revenges, 
That poſſible ſtrength might meet, would ſeek us 3 
And put us to our anſwer.. 
Bel. Well, tis done: — 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor ſeek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : PI ſtay 
Till haſty Polydore return, and e him 
To dinner preſently. 
Arv. Poor ſick Fidele! p 
Pl willingly to him: To gain his colour, 
I'd let a pariſh of ſuch Clotens blood, — | 
And praiſe myſelf for charity. I Exit. 
Bel. O thon goddeſs, | 
Thou divine Nature, thou thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 


In theſe two princely boys! They are as gentle 


As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his ſweet head; and yet as rough, 


That 
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That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him ſtoop to the vale. Tis wonderful 

That an inviſible inſtinct ſhould frame them 

To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught ; 

Civility not ſeen from other; valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yiclds a crop 

As if it had been ſow'd ! Yet ſtill it's ſtrange, 

What Cloten's being here to us portends; 

Or what his death will bring us. 

| | Re-enter GUIDERIUS., 
Guid. Where's my brother? ; 

I have ſent Cloten's clot-pole down the ſtream, 

In embaſſy to his on} his body's holtage 

For his return, [ Solemn Muſe. 
Bel. My ingenious inftrument! 

Hark, Polydore, it ſounds! But what occaſion | 

HFath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark. 
Guid. Is he at home ? | | 
Bel. He went hence even now. [mother, 
Guid. What does he mean? ſince death of my deareſt; 

It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 

Should anſwer ſolemn accidents. . The matter ? 

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 

Is jollity for apes, anc grief for 1505 

Is Cadwal mad | 


Re-enter ARVIRAGUS, with IMOGEN as dead, bearing ber in 
Si, Arms. | | y 


Fel. Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire occafion in his arms, 
Of what we blame him for ? 
Arv. The bird is dead, ab bUgt: 
That we have made ſo much on. 1 had rather 
Have ſkipp'd from ſixteen years of age to an, 
And turn'd my leaping time into a en 
Than have ſeen this. | | 
Guid, Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt | hy! 
My brother wears thee not the one half ſs well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thyſelf. 6 £4) 
Bel. 
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Bel. O, melancholy ! 
Who ever yet could found thy bottom? find 
The ooze, to ſhew what coaſt thy ſluggiſh crare 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in ?—Thou bleſſed thing! 
Jove knows what man thou might'ſt have made: but 5 
Thou dy'dſt, a moſt rare boy, of 8 
How found you him? 

Arv. Stark, as you ſee; | 
Thus ſmiling, as ſome fly had tickled lumber, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at: his right check 
Repoſing on a cuſhion, 

Guid. Where? 

Arv. O' the floor; 
His arms thus ns: I thought, he ſlept ; and pat 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whoſe rudneſs 
- Anſwer'd my ſteps too loud. | 

* Guid. Why, he but ſleeps: 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; * 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted; 
And worms will not come to thee. * 

Arv. With faireſt flowers, 
Whilſt ſummer laſts, and I live here, Fidele, 
Fil ſweeten thy ſad grave: Thou ſhalt not lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primroſe ; nor 
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to ſlander, 
Out-ſweaten not thy breath: the ruddock would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, ſore-ſhaming 
'Thoſe rich-left heirs, that let. their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this; 
Yea, and furr'd moſs beſides, when flowers are none,. 
To wincer-ground thy corſe. . 

Guid. Pr'ythee have done; 
And do not play in wench-like words with. as 
Which is ſo ſerious. - Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt.— to the grave. 
Arv. Say, where ſhall's lay him ? 

Guid. By good Euriphile, onr mother. 


/ 
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Ar v. Be't ſo! | 
And let us, Polydore; though now our voices 
Have got the manniſh crack, {ing him to the ground, 
As once our mother; uſe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Thos. 
Guid, Cadwal, | 
I cannot ſing ; I'll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of ſorrow out of tune are worſe 
Than prieſts and fanes that lie. | 
Arv. We'll ſpeak it then. 
Bel. Great griefs, I ſee, medicine the leſs : for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's ſon, boys; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember, 
He was paid fer that : though mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one duſt; yet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make diſtinction 
Of place *twixt high and low. Our foe was princely ; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, - 
Yet bury him as a prince. 
Guid. Pray you, fetch him hither. . 
Therſites body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 
Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll fay our ſong the whilſt —ÞBrother, begin. | 


[Exit BELARIVS, 


Guid, Nay, Cadwal, we muſt lay his head to the eaſt ; 
My father hath a reaſon for't. 

Ziro, Tis true. 
- Guid, Come on then, and remove him. 


Arv, So—Begin, 
SONG, 
Guid: Fear no more the heat o' the ſuns 
Nor the furious winter's rapes ; 
T hou thy worldly taſt ay done, 
Home art gone, and la en thy wages : 


Both golden lads and girls all muſt, 
Ar ebimney-feveepers, come to duſt, 
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Arv. Fear no more the frown o ibe great, 
Thou art faſt the tyrant's firole ; 
Care no more to clothe, and cat ; ä 
To thee the reed is as the oak > 
The ſceptre, learning, ph ſic, muſt 
All follow this, and come to duſt. 


Guid. Fear no more thedightning-flaſh, 
Arv. Nor the all-dread:d thunder-flone; 
Guid. Fear net ſlander, cenſure raſb, 

Arv. Thou haſt finiſt'd joy and moan. 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers muſt _ 
Confign to thee, aud come to duft. 


- Guid. No exorciſer barm thee ! 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 
Guid. Ghoſt unlaid forbear thee ! 
Ar v. Nothing ill come near thee! | 
Both. Quiet conſummation have; | 
And renowned be thy om / 


2 Brranlvs, with the Body of CLorEx. 
| Guid, We have done our obfequies. Come, lay him 


down. 
Bel. Here's a few flowers; but 8 midnight more ; 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the night, 
Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for graves.—Upon their faces: 
You were as flowers, now wither' d: even ſo 
Theſe herb'lets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrow.— 
Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them firſt, has them again: 
Their 8 here is paſt, ſo is their pain. Exeunt, 
IMOGEN, awwaking. _ 
1 Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven; Which is the way? 
I thank you, —— By yon buſh ? Pray, how far thi- 
Ods pittikins ?—can it be ſix miles yet? lther? 
I have gone all as oh — Faith, I'll lie down and fleep. 
$0 But 
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But, foft! no bedfellow : :—O, gods and goddeſſes! 
| [Seeing the Body. 

Theſe flowers are like the pleaſures of the world; i 
This bloody man, the care on't.—I hope, I dream; 
For, fo, I thought I was a cave keeper, 

And cook to honeſt creatures : But *tis not ſo; 

»Twas but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 

Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 

Are ſometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 

I tremble till with fear: But if there be 

Yet left in heaven as ſmall a drop of pity 

As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it! 

The dream's here ſtill : even when 1 wake, it is 

Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt, 

A headleſs man The garments of Poſthumus ! 

I know the ſhape of his leg: this is his hand; 

His foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh ; 

The brawns of Hereules but his Jovial ee 
Murder in heaven? How? Tis gone. Piſanio 
All curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, he darted on thee! Thou, 

Conſpir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 

Haſt here cut off my lord — To write, and read, 

Be henceforth treacherous !——Damn'd Piſanio 
Hath with his forged letters damn'd Piſanio 
From this moſt braveſt veſſel of the world 

Struck the main top !---O, Poſthumus ! alas, 

Where is thy head? where's that? Ay me! where? s that? 
Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 7 
And left his head on.---How ſhould this be, Piſanio ? 
"Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 

Have lay'd this woc here. O, 'tis-pregnant, pregnant ! 
The drug he gave me, which, he ſaid, was Precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 

 Murd'rous to the ſenſes ? That confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's : O 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 
Which chance to find us: O, my lord ! my lord! 


A | 


— — — 


—— 


ä — — — ————— 


\ 


And never falſe. 


324 Td EX MBELINE, AR 27. 


Enter Lvcivs, Captains, Nc. and a | Soothf.-yer. 


Cap. To them, the legions garriſon'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have croſs d the ſea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, wh your ſhips ; 
They are in readineſs. 
Luc. But what from Rome ? 
Cap. The ſenate hath ſtirr'd up the 3 
And gentlemen of Italy; moſt willing ſpirits, 
That promiſe noble ſervice; and they come 
Under the conduct of bold Iachimo, 
Syenna's brother. 
Luc. When expect you them? 
Cap. With the next benefit o the wind. 
Tuc. This forwardneſs 
Makes our hopes fair. Command, our preſent numbers 
Be muſter'd ; bid the captains look to't en. Sir, 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpoſe ? 
Sooth. Laſt night the very gods ſhew'd me a viſion 
(I faſt, and pray'd, for their intelligence): Thus: — 
I faw Jove's bird the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the ſpungy ſouth to this part of the weſt, 
There vaniſh'd in the ſun-beams.: which portends 
(Unleſs my fins abuſe my nen, 
Succeſs to the Roman hoſt. 
Luc. Dream often ſo, wy” 
Soft, ho! what trunk is here, 
Without his top ? The ruin fpeaks, that ſome time 
It was a worthy building. Howl a page 


Or, dead, or ſleeping on him? but dead, rather: 


For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or ſleep upon the dead, 


Let's ſee the boy's face. 


Cap. He is alive, my lord, | 
Tuc. He'll then inſtruct us of this body.—Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it ſeems, 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this, 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody p:llow ?._ or who was he, 
That, otherwiſe than noble nature did, | 
EE Es Hath 


6 


Hath alter'd that good picture? What's thy intereſt 
In this ſad wreck ? How came it, Who is it? 
What art thou? 
Imo. I am nothing: or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. This was my maſter, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by moutaineers lies ſlain.— Alas: 
There are no more ſuch maſters: I may wander 
From eaſt to occident, ery out for ſervice, 
Try many, all good, ſerve truly, never | N 
Find ſuch another maſter. 
Luc. Lack, good youth! 
Thou moy'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
Thy maſter in bleeding: Say his name, good friend. 
Ino. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 


No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope [Afide. 


'They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir? 
Luc. Thy name. 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Luc. Thou doſt approve thyſelf the very ſame : 
Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith, thy name. 
| Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not ſay, | 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter'd; but, be ſure, 
No leſs belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters, 
Sent by a conſul to me, ſhould not ſooner | 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. | 
Tuo. TII follow, Sir. But, firſt, an't pleaſe the gods, 
I'll hide my maſter from the flies, as deep 
As theſe poor pick-axes can dig: and when 


With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have ſtrew d his grave, 


And on it ſaid a century of prayers, | 

Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and gh; 43 
And, leaving ſo his ſervice, follow you, 

So pleaſe you entertain me. 

Tuc. Ay, good youth; | 

And rather father thee, than maſtes thee. | 

My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties: Let us 

Find out the prettieſt daizy'd plot we can, 
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And make him with our pikes and partizans 

A grave: Come, arm him.—Boy, he is preferr'd 

By thee to us; and he ſhall be interr'd, 

As ſoldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes : 
Some falls are means the erde to ariſe, [Zxeunt. 


= OY Y os 2 
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SCENE ZIT. 


CYMBELINE'S Palace, Enter CYMBELINE, Lords and PI- 
SANIO, 


cym. Again; and a me e word, 1 tis with her 
A fever with the abſence of her ſon; | 
A madneſs, of which life's in danger whe "ona 
How deeply you at once do touch me Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone: my queen 
Upon a deſperate bed ; and in a time : 
When fearful wars point at me: her ſon gone, 
So needful for this preſent: It ſtrikes me, paſt 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs muſt know of her departure, and 
Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, we ne it from thee 
By a ſharp torture. | 

Pi. Sir, my life is yours, 
1 humbly ſet it at your will : But, for my 8 
I nothing know where ſhe remains, why gone, 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes return, *Beſeech your N 
Hold me your loyal ſervant. 

Lord. Good my liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was here: : 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform | 
All parts of his ſubjection loyally. For Cloten— 
There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, 
And will, no doubt, be,found. 

| Cym. The time is troubleſome ;_ 


w el] -”p you for a ſeaſon; but our jealouſy 
9 8 [3 Pisa xi. 


Does et depend. N 
: 7 "Tt | pre Tord. 
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Lord. So pleaſe your majeſty, 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt; with a ſupply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the ſenate ſent. 

- Cym, Now for the counſel of my ſon, and queen !— 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

Lord. Good my liege, [i | 
Your preparation can affront no leſs \ > 
Than what you hear of: come more, for more you're ready: 
The want is, but to put theſe powers in motion, 
That long to move, 

Cym. I thank you: Let's withdraw; 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us; but ; 


We grieve at chances here. Away. 1 [ Exeunt. 


Pif. I heard no letter from my maſter, ſince 
I wrote him, Imogen was flain ; Tis ſtrange : 
Nor hear 1 from my miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often tidings : Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heavens till muſt work: 
Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt ; not true, to be true. 
"Theſe preſent wars ſhall find 1. my country, 8 
Even to the note o' the king, or I'll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear d: 


= 


Fortune a in | ſome boats, that are not Aer d. [Exits 


_— 


SCENE IT. 


Before the Cave, Enter BELaxklus, GUIDERIUS, and AR- 


VIRAGUS. 


Guid. The noiſe. is round about us. 
Hel. Let us from it. | 
4 rv. What pleaſure, Sir, find we in life, to lock i it 
From action and adventure? 
Guid. Nay, what hope 8 
Have we in hiding us? this way, the Romans | 
E e 2 Muſt 


. 
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Muſt or for Britons ſlay us, or receive us 
For barbarous.and unnatural revolts | 
During their uſe, and 13 þ us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the mountains; there ſecure us. 
To the king's party there's no going: newneſs 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, nor muſter d 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd; and ſo extort from us that 
Which we have done, whoſe anſwer wound wha death, 
| Drawn on with torture. 
Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt, 
In ſuch a time, nothing VE] you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. _ | 
Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman Portes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their ces 
And ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our mm 
To know from whence we are. | 
Bel. O, Lam known 
Of many in the army: many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, beſides, the king 
Hath not deſerv'd my ſervice, nor your loves; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 
The certainty of this hard life; aye hopeleſs 
To have the courteſy your cradle promis d, 
But to be ſtill hot ſummer's tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking ſla ves of winter. 
Cuid. Than be fo, | 25 | | 
Better to ceaſe to be. Pray, Sir, to the army: 
I and my brother are not known; yourſelf, 
So out of thought, and thereto fo o'ergrown, 
Cannot be queſtion d. | 
Av. By this ſun that ſhines, . 
'in thither : What. thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man die ? ſcarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veniſon ?: . 
| 4 1 | Never 


Never beſtrid a horſe, ſave one, that had Ty 
A rider like myſelf, who ne er wore rowel . 
Nor iron on his heel? I am aſham'd | : 
To look upon the holy ſun, to have 
The benefit of his bleſt beams, —— 
So long a poor unknown, 0 
Guid. By heavens, III go: 
If you will bleſs me, ſir; and give mie Ive, 
1'll take the bettet care; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore aue fall on me, by e 
The hands of Romans 
Arv. So ſay I; Amen. 
Bel. No e I, ſince of your lives you fob: 
So ſlight a valuation, ſhould reſerve | 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys: 
If in your country wars you chance to die, : 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie: 


Lead, lead. —The time Teems long; their blood thinks 
"Till i it fly out, . ſhew them G born. . 


* ” 
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Ac v. SCENEL 


Field, between the Britiſh and Roman Camps. Enter 
Pos rnuuus, with a bleody Handterchicf. 


7 


Talis | 


Yea; Hoody let PI bn thee for I wiſh'd 
Thou ſhould'ſ be colour'd thus. Vou married ones, 


If each of yon would take this courſe, how many 

_ Muſt murder wives much better than themſclves- 
For wrying but a little ?—O, Piſanio! 

Every good ſervant does not all commands : - 

No bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods if you 
. have ta en W on my faults, I never 


e Had 
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Had liv'd to put on this: ſo had you han 

The noble Imogen to repent; and ſtruck _ 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack, 
Lou ſnatch ſome hence for little faults ; that's love, 

To have them fall no more: you fans permit - 

To ſecond ills with ills, each elder worſe ; 

And make them dread it, to the doers' thrife. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your beſt wills, 

And make me bleſt to obey I am brought hither 
Among the ltalian gentry, and te fight | 
Againſt my lady's kingdom: *Tis enough. 

That, Britain, 1 have kill'd thy. miſtreſs; peace! 

PII give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens, | 
Hear patiently my purpoſe : I'll diſrobe me 

Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 
As does a Briton peaſant : ſo I'll fight 

Againſt the part I come with; ſo I'll die 
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death: and thus, unknown, 
Pity'd nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myſelf I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me than my habits ſhew. 
Gods, put the ſtrength o* the Leonati in me! 
To ſhame the guiſe o' the world, I will begin 
The faſhion, leſs without, and more within. [Exit 


— y ” 4 


—— ” * 9 Ry — * 3 _— * * * p — 


SCENE II. 


Enter Lucius, IAcHiMo, and the Roman Army at one Door; 
and the Biitifſ® Army at another; LxonaTus PosTau- 
Mus following it like a poor Soldier. They march over, 
and go out. | Then enter again in Skirmiſh lacuimo and 
Pos THU uus: he N and n es, and 


then leaves bim. 


— 


Jacb. The . _ $697 ohio my 1 
Takes off my manhood: I have bely'd a lady, 
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The princeſs of this country, and the air on't p 
Revengingly enfeebles me; Or could this carle, 

A very drudge of nature's, have ſubdu'd me, 

In my profeſſion? Knighthoods and honours, borne 

As I wear mine, are titles but of ſcorn. 7 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords; the odds 

Is, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods. [ Exit. 


The Battle continues; the Britons fly; „ CYMBELINE # taken : 
then enter to his reſcue, ME ts e and Ax - 
VIRAGU 8. 


d. Stand, ſtand! We have the advantage of the 
ground; | 
The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 
The villainy of our fears. a 
Guid. Arv. Stand, ſtand, and fight: | 


Enter Po$TEUMUS, and ſeconds the Britons. T bey reſe us 
CYMBELINE, and Exeunt. Then, enter Lucius, Ia- 
CHIMO, and IMOGEN. ; 


Luc. Away, boy, from the wares, and fave thyſelf : 
F or friends kill friends, and the diſorder's ſuch 
As war were hood-wink' d. 
"Zach, Tis their freſh ſupplies. 
Luc. It is a day turn'd e : Or betimes 
Let's re-inforce, or fl. e 


* 
— — 


8 — ZI. 


1 Part f the Field, Enter Pogravies, and a Bt 
tio 2 ; 


Lord. Cam- f that from —4—14 they made the ftand ? 
£Poft, I did. 

Though you, it ſeems, come from the fliers, 
Tord. I did. 

; Poſte. 


Iz 
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Pofl. No blame be to you, fir; for all was loſt, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himſelf - 
Of his wings deſtitute, the army broken, 

And but the backs of Britons ſeen, all flying 
Through a ſtrait lane; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with flaughtering, having work 


More plentiful than tools to do't, ſtruck down 


Some mortally, ſome {lightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Merely through fear ; that the trait paſs was damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 

To die with lengthen'd ſhame, ; 


Lord. Where was this lane : 
| Pop. Cloſe by the battle, ditch'd, and walls with turf; 


Which gave advantage to an ancient foldier=——-. 


An honeſt one, I warrant ; who deſery'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 


In doing this for his country ;—athwart the lane, 
He, with two ſtriplings (lads more like to run 
The country baſe, than to commit ſuch laughter; 
With faces fit for maſks, or rather fairer 

Than thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame), 
Made good the paſſage ; cry'd to thoſe that fled, 
Our Britain's Aris die flying, not our men 

To darkneſs flcet, fouls that fly backwards ! Stand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 


Like beaſts, which you ſpun beaftly ; and may ſave, 


But to look back in frown : ffand, ſtand. — Theſe three, 
Three thouſand confident, in act as many 

(For three performers are the file, when all 

The reſt do nothing), with this word, fand, ſſand, 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 

With their own nobleneſs (which could have turn d 
A diſtaff to a lance), gilded pale looks, 

Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd ; that ſome, turn'd 3 
But by example (O, a ſin in War, | 
Damn'd in the firit beginners!) gan to ok: 

The way that they did, and to grin like lions 


Upon the pikes o' the hunters, Then began 


A. ſtop i the e, a retire; anon, 3 
: A-rout,, 


Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd eagles; flaves, 
The ſtrides they victors made: And now our cowards 
(Like S in hard voyages, became 
The life o' the need), having found the back- door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound! 
Some, ſlain before; ſome, dying; ſome, cheir friends 
O'er-borne i' the former wave: ten, chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the nes. mea orprn of twenty : 
Thoſe, that would die or c'er reſiſt, are grown | 
The mortal bugs o the field. 
| Lord. This was ſtrange Hat : 

A narrow lane! an old man, and two boys: 

Pf. Nay do not wonder at it: You are made 

Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 

Than to work any, Will you rhime upon't, 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 

Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 

N the Britons, was the Romans" bane. 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, fir. 5 
Pf. Lack, to what end? 

Who dares not ſtand his foe, I'Il be his friegs : 

For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 

I know, he'll quickly fly my. in too. 

You have put me into rhime. a 
Tord. Farewel ; you are angry. [ Exit, 
Poſs. Still going ?—This is a lord! O noble miſery ! 

To be i' the field, and aſk, what news, of me! 

'To-day, how many would have given their honours ' 

To have ſav'd their carcaſes ? took heel to do't, 

And yet died too? I, in mine own woe charm'd, 

Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 


Nor feel him, where he ſtruck : Being an ugly monſter, 


'Vis ſtrange, he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 


»That draw his knives i' the war, — Well, I will find him 2 2 


For, being now a favourer to the Roman, 
No more a Briton, I have reſum'd again 
The part I came in: Fight I will no more, 
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A rout, confuſion thick : Forthwith they fly 3 


* 
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But yield me to the verieſt hind, that ſhall 

Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the laughter is 

Here made by the Roman; great the anſwer be 

Britons muſt take : For me, my ranſom's death ; : 
On either ſide I come to ſpend my breath; i 
Which neither here Fl] keep, nor bear again, 

But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 


Enter two Britiſh Captains, and Soldiers. 
1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd! Lucius is taken; 
*Tis thought, the old man and his ſons were angels. 
2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a fully —_ 
That gave the affront with them. 
1 Cap. So'tis reported; 
But none of them can be found,—Stand ! Who' s there? 
. HPoft. A Roman; 
Who had not now been dropping here, if ſeconds. 
Had anfwer'd him. 
2 Cap. Lay hands on him; A dog ! 
A leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell 
What crows have peck'd them here : He brags his ſervice 
As if he were of note: n.. | 


Mw CyMBELINE, BELARIUS, GulprRlus, ARrvitacvs, 
Pis Ax 10, and Roman Captives. The Captains preſent 
_ PosTHuMUs to CYMBELINE, who elivers him over to a 
| Gaoler ; after wohich all go out, © 


* 
3 — — * 
D 


SCENE IF. 


A Priſon. Enter PosTHUMUS, and tzwo Gaolers. 


1 Gaol. You ſhall not now be ſtolen, you have locks 
So, graze, as you find paſture, Fupon: you; 
' 2 Gaol. Ay, or a ſtomach. [ Exeunt Gaolers. 
| Poſt. Moſt welcome, bondage! ſor thou art a Ways 
I think, to liberty: Yet am I better 
Than one that's ſick o* the gout; ſince he lied: rather. 
Groan 
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Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be cut d 
By the ſure phyſician, death; who is the ben 
To unbar theſe locks. My conſcience ! thou art fetter d 
More than my ſhanks and wriſts: Vou good gods, give 
The penitent inſtrument, to pick that bolt, 
Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am ſorry ? 
So childern temporal fathers do appeaſe; - 
| Godsare more full of mercy. Muſt I repent ? 
I cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Deſir'd, more than conſtrain'd : to ſatisfy, 
If of my freedom tis the main part, take 
No ſtricter render of me, than my all. 
I know, you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement; that's not my deſire : 
For Imogen's dear life, take mine; and though 
»Tis not ſo dear, yet tis a life; you coin'd it: 
*T'ween man and man, they weigh not every ſtamp; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's ſake ; 
You rather mine, being yours: And fo, great powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 
And cancel theſe cold bonds. O Imogen! 
I'll ſpeak to thee in ſilence. [ He feeps. 


Solemn Muſic. Enter, as in an Apparitien, 8101L Ius Leo- 
NATUS, Father to PosTHUMUs, an old Man, attired 
like a Warrior ; leading in his Hand an ancient Matron, 
Bis Wife, and Mother to PosTuuMUS, with Muſic before 
them. Then, after other Muſic, follow the two young LEo- 
NATI, Brothers to PoSTUUMUS, with Wounds as they died 
in the Wars. They circle Pos rh MUS round, as be 1 

fleeping. 
Sici. No more, thou thunder-maſter, how 
Thy ſpite on mortal flies: 
With Mars fall out, with: Juno cms, 
That thy adulteries 


Rates, and revenges. 
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Hath my poor boy done ought but well, 
Whoſe face I never ſaw? 
I dy'd, whilſt in the womb he ſtay d, 
Attending Nature's law. 
Whoſe father then (as men report, 
Thou orphan's father art:;!ʒt 
Thou ſhould'ſt have been, and ſhielded him 
From this earth - vexing ſmart. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes; 
That from me was Poſthumus ript, 
Came crying mongſt his _ 
A thing of pity! | 
Sici. Great nature, like his . 
Moulded the ſtuff ſo fair, 
That he deſerv'd the praiſe o* the world, 
As great Sicilius heir. 
I Bro. When once he was mature for n 


In Britain where was he 8 2 


That 93 ſtand up his parallel; 
Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that beſt 
Could deem his dignity ? 
Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock'd, 
To be exil'd, and throwa 
From Leonati' ſeat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt one, 
| Sweet Imogen ? 
| Sid. Why did you ſuffer Iachimo, 
| Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his noble heart and brain 
With needleſs jealouſy ; 
And to become the geck and ſcorn 
O' the other's villainy ? 
2 Fro. For this, from ſtiller ſeats we came, 
; Our parents, and us twain, 
That, ſtriking in our country's cauſe, 
Fell bravely, and were ſlain; 
4 e 7 2 \ 


£ Our 
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Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 
With honour to maintain, | 
1 Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd: 
Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 
| Why haſt thou thus adjourn'd. 
The graces for his merits due; 
Heing all to dolours turn'd ? 
- Sici. Thy chryſtal window ope ; look out; 
No longer exerciſe, - 
Upon a valiant race, thy harſh 
And potent injuries. 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our ſon i is good, 
Take off his miſeries. 
Sici. Peep through thy marble manſion ; help?! 
Or we poor ghoſts will cry 
To the ſhining ſynod of the reſt, 
Againſt thy deity. 
2 Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal, 
And from thy Juſtice fy. 


pf -1 
1 ; 


> 


Fupiter deſcends in Thunder and iphone, þ Ftting upon an 
Eagle : be throws a T, bunder- Bolt. "The Ghoſts fall on 
tha ir Knces Wis 


— 


Jupit. No more, you petty ſpirits of region s low: 
Offend our hearing; huſh ! How dare you, ghoſts, i 
Accuſe the thunderer, whoſe bolt you know, | | "© 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coaſts ? 1 
Poor ſhadows of Elyſium, hence; and reſt 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers: 
Be not with mortal accidents opprelt ; | 
No care of yours it is; you know, tis ours. 
Whom beſt I love, I croſs; to make my gift, Re 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; | 
Your low-laid ſon our godhead will uplift ; 
His comforts thrive, his trials well are ſpent. 
Our Jovaal ſtar reign'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married. Riſe, and lade! — | 
Vor. VII. ä 1 | He 


* 
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He ſhall be lord of lady Imogen, PTR” - | - Ip 
And happier much by his affliction made, 
This tablet lay upon his breaſt ; wherein 
Our pleaſure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And ſo, away : no farther with your din | 
| Expreſs impatience, leſt you ſtir up mine.— 
Mount eagle to my palace chryſtalline. [ Afeend:, 
Sici. He came in thunder; his celeſtial bred 
Was fulphurous to ſmell; the holy eagle | 
Stoop'd, as to foot us: kid aſcenſion is 
More ſweet than our bleſt fields: his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 


As when his god is pleas'd. 


All. Thanks, Jupiter ! 
Sict. The marble pavement cloſes; he is enter -d 


His radiant roof: — Away! and, to be bleſt 

Let us with care perform his great beheſt. [ Vaniſh, 
Poſt. Wating.] Sleep, thouſhaſt been a grandſire, and begot 

A father to me: and thou haſt created , 

A mother, and two brothers : But (O ſcorn !) 

Gone! they went hence ſo ſoon as they were born. 

And ſo I am awake. Poor wretches, that depend 

On greatneſs' favour, dream as I have done; 

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I ſwerve : 

Many dream not to find, neither 1 e | 

And yet are ftcep'd in favours; ſo am I, 

That have this golden chance, and one not why. 

What fairies haunt this ground? A book 7. O, rare one! 

Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment 

Nobler than that it covers: let thy effects 

So follow, to be moſt unlike our , 


As good as promiſe. 


[ Reads. ] j 

When as a lion's wohelþ Pall, 10 binſclf unknown, cout 
feeking find, and be embrac d by a piece of tender air; and ab hen 
from a ſtately cedar Pall he lopt branches, which, being dead 
many years, ſhall after revive, be jointed to the old flock, and 
Freſvly grow ; then ſtall Poſthumus end bis miſeriec, B ritain be 
NO and ! flour iſh in peace and plenty. | 


*Tis 
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Tis ſtill a dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as madmen, 
Tongue, and brain not: either both, or nothing: 
Or ſenſcleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking fuch _ 
As ſenſe cannot untie. Be what it is „ 
The action of my life is like it, which 
Pl keep if but for ſympathy. h 
Re-enter Gaolers, 
| Gaz!, Come, Sir, are you ready for death ? 
Pot, Over-roaſted rather: ready long ago, 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, Sir; if you be ready for 
that, you are well cook'd. | 
Pf. So, if I prove a good repaſt to the ſpeQators, the 
diſh pays the ſhot. 
| Gael. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir: But the com- 

fort is, you ſhall be call'd to no more payments, fear no 
more tavern bills; which are often the ſadneſs of parting, 
as the procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want 
of meat, depart recling with too much drink: ſorry that - 
you have paid too much, and ſorry that you are paid too 
much; purſe. and brain both empty: the brain the heavier, 
for being too light; the purſe too light, being drawn of 
hea vineſs: O! of this contradiction you. ſhall now be 


quit,—O, the charity of a penny cord I it ſums up thou-. 


ſands in a trice: you have no true debitor and creditor 
but it; of what's paſt, is, and to come, the diſcharge:— 
Your neck, Sir, is pen, book, and counters; ſo the ac- 
quittance follows. 

Peſt, I am merrier to-die, than thou art to Yew, | 

Gael. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps feels not the tooth- 
ach: But a man that were to fleep your ſleep, and a 
hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would change 
places with his officer : for, look you, Sir, you know not 
which way you ſhall go. 

Paß. Ves, indeed, do I, fellow. | 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then; I have not 
ſeen him ſo pictur'd: you muſt either be directed by 
ſome that take upon them to know; or take upon your- 
ſelf that, which I am ſure you do not know; or jump 

the after-inquiry on your own pcril ; and how you ſhall 
| F f 2 5 ſpeed 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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ſpeed in your journey's end, 1 think, pls never return 
to tell one. 

Pot. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
direct them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, and 
will not uſe them. f 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſee the way of blindneſs : I 
am ſure, hanging's the way of winking. | 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

4%. Knock off his manacles; ug To 1 to 
the king. 

' Poſt. Thou ns good news; Iam calls to be ds 
free. 

Gal. I'll be hang'd then. 

Pot. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a 8 no ds 
for the dead. | [ Exeunt Pos r. and Meſſenger. 
Sasol. Unleſs a man would marry a gallows, and beget 
young gibbets, I never ſaw one ſo prone. Yet, on my 
conſcience, there are verier knaves defire to live, for all 


he be a Roman: and there be ſome of them too, that 


die againſt their wills; ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would 
we were all of one mind, and one mind good; O, there 
were deſolation of gaolers, and gallowſes! I ſpeak againſt 
my preſent _— but my wiſh hath a preferment i y 3 
il. 


r 


SCENE V. 


CruRTLIN E' Tet. Futer CXMBELIXZ, BxTLARIUs, 
GUIDERIUS, e PISANIO, and Lords, 


Cym. Stand by my ſide, you, whom the gods have made 
Preſervers of my.throne. ' Woe is my heart, 
That the poor ſoldier, that ſo richly fought, 
Whoſe rags ſham' d gilded arms, whoſe naked breaſt 
Stept before targe of proof, cannot be found: | 


He ſhall be happy that can find 8 if 


Our grace can make him ſo. 


Bel. 


Bel. L never ſaw - 
Such noble fury in ſo poor a thine; "uy 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But beggary and poor looks. | 
Cym. No tidings of him ? 
Pi. He hath been ſearch'd among the dead and . 
But no trace of him. 
Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward; which! will add 
To you, the liver, e and brain of Britain, 


[ To BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 


By whom, I grant, ſhe lives Tis now the time 
To aſk of whence you are report „ 

Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen: 
Further to boaſt, were neither true nor modeſt, 
Unleſs I add, we are honeſt. 

Cym. Bow your knees : 
Ariſe my knight's o' the battle; I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your eſtates. 

Enter CORNELIUS, and Ladies. 


There s buſineſs in theſe faces: Why ſo ſadly | * 


Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o' the court of Britain. 
Cor. Hail, great king 
To ſour your happineſs, I muſt report, 
The queen 1s dead. : 
Cym. Whom worſe than a phyſician | 
Would this report become ? But I conſider, 
By medicine life may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will ſeize the doctor too.—Hpw ended ſhe ? 
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life; 
Which being cruel to the world, concluded 
Moſt cruel to herſelf. What ſhe confeſs'd, 
I will report, fo pleaſe you: Theſe her women 
Can trip me, if I err; who, with wet checks, 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 
m. Pr'ythee, ſay. 
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Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe never lov'd you; only 


Aﬀected greatneſs got by you, not you : 


Married your royalty, was. wife to your r * 
Abhorr'd your perſon. | 

Cym. She alone knew this : 

And, but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opeuing it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 
With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs + 
Was as a ſcorpion to her ſight ; whoſe life, 

But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 


| Ta'en off by poiſon. 


Cym. O moſt delicate fiend }- 


Who is't can read a woman 3 there more? | 
Cor. More, Sir, and worfe. She did confeſs, ſhe had 


For you a mortal mineral ! which, being took, 


Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling'ring, 


By inches waſte you: In which time ſhe purpos'd, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to , 
O'ercome you with her ſhew : yes, and in time 
(When ſhe had fitted you with her craft), to work, 
Her ſon into the adoption of the crown. | 
But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleks-deſperate; open'd, in deſpight 
Of heaven and men, her purpoſes ; repented 
The ills ſhe hatch'd were not enn IR, 
Deſpairing, dy d. | 
Cym. Heard you all this, her women? 
Lady. We did, fo pleaſe your highneſs. ; 
Cym. Mine eyes | 
Were not in fauit, for ſhe was beautiful; 


M.ine ears, that heard her flattery; nor ey beertz 
That thought her like her ſeeming; it had been vicious, 


To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my daughter ! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'ſt ſay, 
Aud prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 


* : f ; £ . | 


Enter Lucius, Jacnuino, and other Roman Priſoners ; Pos - 
HUNMus bebind, and IuxOGEN. 
Thop com'ſt net, Caius, now for tribute; that 

The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loſs | 

Of many a bold one, whoſe kinſmen have made ſuit, | N 
That their good ſouls may be appeas'd with ſlaughter 71 

Of you their captives, which ourfelf have granted: "ml 
| So, think of your eſtate. il 
Luc. Contigee, Sir, the chance of war; the 8 | lj | 
Was your's by accident; had it gone with us, | 
We ſhould not, when the blood was cold, have threaten'd 
Our priſoners with the ſword. But ſince the gods | 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives if 

May. be call'd ranſom, let it come: ſufficeth, - 1 
| | 
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A Roman with a Roman's heart can ſuffer :: 
Auguſtus lives to think on't : And ſo much 
For my peculiar care, 'This one thing only 
I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ranſomic: never maſter had 
A page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent, b 
Zo tender over his occaſiens, true, 
| So feat, ſo nurſe. like: let his virtue join 5 
With my requeſt, which, I'll make bold, your N | 1 

* Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton harm, | 11 
Though he have ſerv'd a Roman: fave _ mW” | 

And ſpare no blood beſide. . | 

Cym. | have ſurely ſeen him ; | 
His favour is familiar to me :—Boy, 

Thou haſt look d thyſelf into my grace, and art 
Mine own. I know not why, wherefore, i ſay, 
Live, boy: n&'er thank thy maſter; live: ? | 
And aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, | | | 1 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it; 
Yea, though thou do demand a priſoner, 


M1, 
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The nobleſt ta' en. il 
Ino. 1 humbly thank your highneſs. 5 5 | Fil 
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, _ lad; | a 14 


And yet, 1 know, thou wilt, f c [ 1 
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Ino. No, no; alack, | e 


There 's other work in WY, I ſee a "a 
Bitter to me as death: your . good ann 


Muſt ſhuffle for itſelf. 
Luc. The boy diſdains me; 


He leaves me, ſcorns me: Briefly die their joys, 


That place them on the truth of girls and nn 
Why ſtands he ſo perplex'd ? ; 
Cym. What wouldſt thou, boy? 


1 love thee more and more; think more and more 


What's beſt to aſk. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 
Than I to your highneſs; who, being born your wt, 
Am ſomething nearer. _, 
Cm. Wherefore ey'ſt him ſo ? 

Imo. T'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you 10 


To give me hearing. 7 


Cym. Ay, with all my heart, 
And lend my beſt attention, What's thy name * 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. | 
Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page; 
I'll be thy maſter : Walk with me; ſpeak freely. 
[CyMBELINE and IMOGEN walk aſide, 
Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 
Arv. One ſand another | 


Not more reſembles that ſweet roſy lad, 


Who dy'd, and was Fidele—What think you ? 
Guid, The ſame dead thing alive. | 
Bcl. Peace, peace! ſee further; he eyes us not ; forbear ; 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, 1. am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. 
Guid. But we ſaw him dead. 
Bel. Be ſilent ; let's ſee further. 5 
Piſ. It is my miſtreſs : LAſide. 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, 


To good, or bad,  {Crym. and Imo, cone forward, 


Cym, Come, ſtand thou by our fide ; | 
Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, ſtep you forth; 
[ To IACHIMO. 
Give 


q 
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Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely; 


Or, by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 


Which is our honour, bitter torture ſhall | 
Winnow the truth from falſchood. On, ſpeak to him. 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. | 
Poſt. What's that to him? Aſide. 
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, ſay, 
How eame it yours? | 
Zach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken that 
Which, to be ſpoke, would torture thee. 7 
Cym. How! me? 
Zach, I am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter mas which 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring; twas Leonatus' jewel, 
Whom thou didſt baniſh; and (which more may grieve thee, 
As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er liv'd | : 
*Twixt ſky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord? 
Cym. All that belongs fo this. 
Tach. That paragon, thy daughter | 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quail to remember Give me leave; I faint. | 
Cym, My daughter! what of her? Renew thy ſtrength : 
I had rather thou ſhouldſt live while nature will, 
Than die e'er I hear more: ſtrive, man, and ſpeak. 
Tach. Upon a time (unhappy was the clock 
That ſtruck the hour!) it was in Rome (accurs'd 
The manſion where :) *twas at a feaſt (O, would 
Our viands had been poiſon'd ! or, at leaſt, 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head !) the good Poſthumus 
(What ſhould I ſay ? he was too good, to be + | 
Where ill men were; and was the beſt of all WE | 
Amongſt the rar'ſt of good ones) ſitting ſadly, 4 7 
Hearing us praiſe our loves of Italy | ; | 
For beauty that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt | LE. _- ft 
Of him that beſt could ſpeak : for feature, laming 
The ſhrine of Venus, or ſtraight-pight Minerva, 
Poſtures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 


A ſhop of all the qualities that man 


Love 


a 
| 
| 
ö 
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Loves woman for; beſides, that hook of wiring, 


Fairneſs, which firikes the eye : 
 Cym. I ſtand on fire: 
Come to the matter. 

Tach. All too ſoon 1 ſhall, 
Unleſs thou wouldſt grieve quickly.— This Poſthumus 


_ (Melt like a noble lord in love, and one 1 


That had a royal lover), took his hint; 
And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd (therein 
He was as calm as virtue), he began 
His miſtreſs picture ; which by his tongue being made, 
And then a mind put in't, either our brags 
Were crack d of kitchen trulls, or his ee 
Prov'd us unſpeaking ſots. . 
Cm. Nay, nay, to the purpoſe. | 
Zach. Your daughter's chaſtity—there it begins.—— | 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, | 
And ſhe alone were cold: Whereat, I, wretch.! ' 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe ;; and wager d with: him 
Pieces of gold, gainſt this which then he wore, 
Upon his honour d finger, to attain 
In ſuit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By her's and mine adultery: he, true knight, . 
No leſſer of her honour confident. e 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this ring; 
And would ſo, had it been a carbuncle 


Of Phœbus' wheel; and might ſo ſafely, had it 


Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain | 
Poſt I in this deſign: Well may you, Sir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught 


Of your chaſte daughter the wide difference : 


*Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, nut {ongiag, mine Italian brain 

*Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Moſt vilely ; for my vantage, excellent; 
And, to be brief, my practice ſo prevail'd, 

That I return'd with fimilar proof enough, | i 
To make the noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her renown br 

yo | | With 
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With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, 'this her bracelet 

(O, cunning, how T got it!) nay, ſome marks 

Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 

But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack'd, 

1 having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon 

Methinks, [ ſee him now: > 
Pot. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, [Coming Forward, 

Italian fiend !—Ah me, moſt credulous fool, 

Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 

That's due to all the villains paſt, in being, 

To come O, give me cord, or knife, or poiſon, 

Some upright juſticer! Thou, king, ſend out 

For torturers ingenious: it is I 

That all the abhorred things o' the earth FT 

By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, 

That kill'd thy daughter: —villain-like, I lie; 

That caus'd a leſſer villain than myſelf, 

4 facrilegious thief, te do't :—the temple © 

Of virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe herſelf. 

Spit, and throw None: caſt mire upon me, ſex 

The dogs o' the ſtreet to bay me : every villain 

Be call'd, Poſthumus Leonatus; and 

Be villany lefs than *twas !—-O Imogen! 

My queen, my life, my wife O mogen, 

Imogen, Imogen! 
Imo. Peace, my lord; Aar hear | 
Poſt. Shall's have a play of this ? Thou ſcornful page, 


There lie thy part. - — -{twiting ber, foe fel. 


Pif. O, gentlemen, help 
Mine, and your miſtreſs O, my lord Poſthumus! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now Help, 551 — 
Mine honour'd lady 

Cym. Does the world go round? 

Pe. How come theſe ſtaggers on me? 

Piſ. Wake, my miſtreſs! ber 

Cym. If this be fo, the gods do mean to firike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

- Pi, How fares my miltreſs ? 


| ca] n 
Ew my n 


Ino. 


Till the tree die! 
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Ino. ©, get thee from my ſight ; 
Thou gav'ſt me poiſon : dangerous fellow, hence 
Breathe not where princes are. 3 

Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 

Piſ. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of 8 on me, if 


That box I gave you was not thought by me 


A precious thing; I had it from the queen. 
Cym. New matter ſtill ! | 
Imo. It poiſon'd me. 

Cor. O gods 


l left out one thing which the queen confels'd, 


Which muſt approve thee honeſt : If Piſanio 
Have, ſaid ſhe, given his miſtreſs that confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, ſhe is ſerv'd 
As I would ſerve a rat. 

Cym. What's this, Cornelius Pp. 

Cor. The queen, fir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper poiſon for her; till proending - 
The ſatisfaction of herkninriedge, only ; 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs, 3 8 
Of no eſteem: I, dreading that her purpoſe 


Was of more ae did compound for her 


A certain ſtuff, which, being tab en, would ceaſe 
The preſent power of life; but, in ſhort me, 
All offices of nature ſhould again | 
Do their due funions.—Have you ta'en af; it? 
Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My boys, , © 


There was our error.,— . ws ; 


% 


Guid. This is ſure Fidele. : 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded * "ha you? - 
Think, that you are upon a rock! and now 
'Throw me again. 
Poſt. Hang there like fruit my foul, 


Cym. How now, my fleſh, my child? 
What, mak'ſt thou me a dullard in (hls act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me?? 
Ino. Your bleſſing, fir? ??: n 
| | | Bel. 


T 


—— 
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Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame you not; {4 


You had a motive for't. [To Gvip. and Arvie 
Cym. My tears, that fall, * 2 
Prove holy water on thee! . 
Thy mother's dead. 
Imo. I am ſorry for't, my lord. 
Cym. O, ſhe was naught : and long of her it was, 
That we meet here ſo ſtrange : But her ſon . 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 
Piſ. My lord, 
Now ſear is from me, I'll ſpeak truth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady's miſſing, came to me 
With his ſword drawn; foam'd at the mouth, and ſwore 
If I diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 
It was my inſtant death: By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of my maſter's- 
Then in my pocket; which directed him 
To ſeek her on the mountains near to Milford; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my maſter's garments, 
Which he enforc'd from me, away he poſts 


With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate Th 


My lady's honour : what became of him, 
further know not. 

Guid. Let me end the ſtery 3 3 
1 flew him there. | 

Cym. Marry, the gods forefend! : 
I would not thy good deeds ſhould from my lips 
Pluck a hard ſentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Guid. J have ſpoke it, and I did it, 

Cym. He was a prince. 

Guid. A moſt uncivil one: The \ wrongs he aid me 
Were nothing prince - like; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me ſpurn the ſea, 
If it could ſo roar to me: I cut off's head; 
And am right glad, he is not ſtanding here, 
To tell this tale of mine. Y 6s 

Vorl. VI. G | Caine 
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eye. I am ſorry for thee:: | 
By thine own tongue thou art condemat's, and muſt 
Endure our law: Thou art dead. ö 
Imo. That headleſs man 
I thought had been my lord. 
Cym. Bind the effender, 
And take him from our preſence, | 
Bel. Stay, fir king ? 
This man is better than the man hs flew, | 
As well deſcended as thyſelf; and hath . 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens | 
Had ever ſcar for. — Let his arms alone; I 9 the guards 
They were not born for bondage. | 
Cym, Why, old ſoldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By taſting of our wrath ? How of deſcent 
As good as we ? 
Arv. In that he ſpake too far. 
Cym. And thou ſhalt die for't. 
Bel. We will die all three: 
But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him.-- My ſons, I muſt, 
For my own part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though, haply, well for you. N 
Ar. Your danger's ours. 
-"..Guid, And our good his. s 
Bel. Have at it then.— 7 
By leave; — Thou had'ſt, great king, a ſbje, who 


4a v. 


0 Was call'd Belarius. 


Cym. What of him? he is 
A baniſh'd traitor. 

Bel. He it is, that hath . 
Aſſum'd this age: indeed, a baniſh'd man; 
J know not how, a traitor. | 

Cym. Take him hence; 

The whole world ſhall not ſave him. 
Bel. Not toe hot; 
Fiſt pay me for the nurſing of thy ſons; ; 
N 3 
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And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 
As I have receiv'd it. 
Cym. Nurſing of my ſons! | | 
Bel. I am too blunt, and faucy : Here's my knee: k 
Ere I ariſe, I will prefer my ſons; 
Then, ſpare not the old father. Mighty fir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
And think they are my ſons, are none of mine; 
They are the iſſue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 5 
Cym. How ! my iſſue? 
Bel. So ſure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your pleaſure was my near offence, my puniſhment 
Eſelf, and all my treaſon ; that I ſuffer'd, 
Was all the harm I did. Theſe gentle princes 
(For ſuch, and ſo they are) theſe twenty years 
Havel train'd up: thoſe arts they have, as I 
Could put into thenr; my breeding was, fir, as 
Your highneſs knows. Their nurſe, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, ſtole theſe children. 
Upon my baniſhment: I mov'd her to't ; 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before, | 
For that which I did then: Beaten for loyalty, 
Excited me to treaſon : 'Their dear loſs, 
The more of you twas felt, the more i: ſhap'd 
Unto my end of ſtealing them. But, gracious ſir, 
Here are your ſons again; and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſt companions in the world: 
The benediQtion of theſe covering peavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for w_ are e worthy 
'Fo.inlay heaven with ſtars, 
Cym. Thou weep'ſt, aud ſpeak'ft. 
The ſervice, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'ſt: I loſt my children 
If theſe be they, 1 khow not how to wiſh. 
A pair of worthier ſons. 
Bel. Be pleas'd a while. 
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
68g 2 Moſt 
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Moſt worthy prince, as your e, is true Guiderius: 
This gentleman. my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely ſon ; he, fir; was lap'd 
In a moſt curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more tne 
I can with eaſe produce. 
Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, 4 gie ber; 
It was a mark of N 
Bel. This is he; 


Who hath upon him ſtill that natural ſtamp: 
It was wiſe nature's end in the donation, 


To be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, what! am 1 
A mother to the birth of three? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more :—Bleſt may you be, 
That, after this ſtrange ſterting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now -O Imogen, 


Ihou haſt loft by this a . ck 


Imo. No, my lord; 
I have got two worlds by't—O my gentle welers 


HFave we thus met? O never ſay hereafter, 


But I am trueſt ſpeaker : you call'd me brother, 
When I was but your ſiſter; I you brothers, - X 
When you were ſo indeed. 
Cym. Did you &er meet? 
Aru. Ay, my good lord. 
Guid. and at firſt meeting lov'd ; 
Continued ſo until we thought he died. 
Cor. By the queen's dram ſhe ſwallow' d. 
Cym. O rare inftint! 
When ſhall I hear all through? This fierce en 
Hath to it circumſtantial branches, which 
Diſtinction ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd vou? 
And when came you to ſerve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers? how firſt met them? 
Why fled you from the court ? and whither ? pm | 
And your three motives to deem Oe with : 
PRs | L know 
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1 know not how much more, ſhould be demanded 
And all the othey by-dependencies, 

From chance to chance; but nor the time, nor place, 
Will ſerve our long interrogatories. Secg 
Poſthumus arichors'upon Imogen; 

And ſhe, like harmleſs lightning, throws her eye 
On him; her brothers; me, her maſter ; hitting 
Fach object with a joy: the ee 

Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this ground, 

And ſmoke the temple with our ſacrifice 


Thou art my brother; ſo we'll hold thee ever. 
— [To BrLLAKIUS3 


Imo. You are my father too; and did relieve me, 
To ſee this gracions ſeaſon. + 
Cym. All o'erjoy'd, | : 
Save theſe in bonds : let them be joyful too, Tus. 
For they ſhall taſte our comfort. | 
Imo. My good maſter, | 
I will yet do you ſervice. 
Luc. Happy be you | 
Gym. The roriorn ſoldier, that ſo nobly fought, 
He would have well becom'd tnis r. and grac d 
The thankings of a king. | 
Jam, fir, | 
The ſoldier that did company theſe three 
In poor beſeeming ; twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe I then followed: That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finiſh, | 
| Zach. I am down again: 
But now my heavy conſcience ſinks my jos; | IE 
As then your force did. Take that life, beſeech you, 
Which 1 ſo often owe: but, your ring firſt; | 
And here the bracelet of the trueſt princeſs, 
That ever ſwore her faith, 
Pei. Kneel not to me: 
The power that I have on you, is to ſpare vou; 
The malice towards you, to forgive Jou: Live, 
a deal with other 8 better . 
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Cm. Nobly doom'd; e | | 
We'll learn our Canes of a fon-in-law 3 ;- 

Pardon's the word to all, 

 Arv. You holp us, fir, | 
As you did mean indeed to be our 1 


Joy'd are we, that you are. 


Poſt. Your ſervant, princes. Good 5 lord of "SY 
Call forth your ſoothſayer : As I ſlept, W 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back d, 

Appear'd to me, with other fprightly ewe 
Of mine own kindred: when I wak'd, I found 
This label on my boſom ; whoſe containing 

Is ſo from ſenſe in hardnefs, that I can. 

Make no collection of it: let him ſhew. 

His ſkill in the conſtruction. 

Luc. Philarmonus—— 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

£46, Read, and declare the meaning. 


Seth fayer reads. 


When as a lion's whelp ball, to himſelf unknown, without * el. 
ing. find, and be embraced by 4 piece of tender air ; and when 


from a ffately cedar ſhall be opt branches, which, being dead ma... 


ny years, ſball after revive, be jointed to the old ſtock, and freſbly 
grow ; then ſpall Poſtburmus end bis. he Britain be fortu= 
nate, and flouriſo in peace and Plenty. | 


Thou, Leonatus, art the Kew a * 
The fit and apt conſtruction of thy name, 


Being Leo- -natus, doth import ſo much.. 16 5 
The piece of tender air, * virtuous daughter, 5 


[To CYMBELINE, 
Which we call mollis azr ; and mollis azr 
We term it wulier : which mulier, I divine, - 
Is this moſt conſtant wife; [To Pos r. ] who, even . 
Anſwering, the letter of che oracle, 


Unknown to you, unſought, were cip'd about . 


With this molt tender air; 1 Go ts at; 
Gyms 


ART.  CYMBELINE.Y : 336 
Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming. 5 


Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal C 3 
Perſonates thee : and thy lopt branches point 


_ Thy two ſons forth: who, by Belarius itolen, 


For many years thought dead, are now reviw'd, 
To the majeſtic cedar join'd ; whoſe iſſue 
Promiſes Britain peace and plenty. 
Cym. Well, 
| My peace we will begin :— And, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we ſubmit to Cæſar, 
And to the Roman empire; promiſing 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked queen ; 
On whom heaven's juſtice (both on her, and her 89, 
Fath laid moſt heavy hand. | 
Sootb. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
'The harmony of this peace. The viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius, e'er the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce-cold battle, at this inſtant 
Is full accompliſh'd : For the Roman eagle, 
From fouth to weſt on wing ſoaring aloft, 
Leſſen'd herſelf, and in the beams o' the ſun 
So vaniſh'd : which fore-ſhew'd, our princely eagle, | 
The imperial Czfar, ſhould again unite - 
_ His favour with the radiant 989 = 
Which ſhines here in the weſt. 
Cym. Laud we the gods; | 
And let our crooked ſmokes climb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſt altars ! Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects, Set we forward: Let 
A Roman and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together; ſo through Lud's town march z 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; ſeal it with feaſts.— 
Set on there: Never was a war did ceaſe, 
E'er bloody hands were waſh'd with ſuch a peace. 
; [ Excunt omne]' 
END OF VOL, vii. 
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